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MADAM. 1 oil 149 | 
F Sopboniſba received ſome Ap- 
plauſe upon the Stage, I arrogate 
nothing from the Merit of the 
Poem, but, as I ought, with the 
8 humbleſt Acknowledgments and profoundeſt 
—_— Gratitude, impute it to the favourable Aſ- 
_ pects of the Court-Stars. But above all, 

muſt pay my Adorations to.Your Grace, 

who, as You are the moſt beautiful, as well 

in the bright Appearances of Body, as in 

the immortal Splendours of an elevated 
Ps Soul, did ſhed mightier Influence, and dar- 
Yo! ted on mea Largeneſs of Glory anſwerable 
to your Stock of Beams. Hannibal himſelf, 
whoſe hardy Spirit never bow'd but to the 
fair imperious Roſalinda; nay, he who, in 
ſpight of Beauty's Charms, durſt gaze upon 


6 DEDICATION. 


that Sun with Eagle. Eyes, and tax her with 
2 Blemiſh, now his Approaches to + 
[| Your Grace, ſeems awed wich the Source of Il 
ſo many Rays, and dazzled: with a Preſence 
[| ſo illuſtrious. He ſees, with new Bleed- 
FY ings, Eyes more attractive than thoſe of 
"it Roſalinda; ſomething more delicate in Your 
Shape, and lofty in Tour Mien; an Air ſo 
charming ſweet, that 'tis miraculous it 
ſhou'd be majoſtick too; Smiles of more de- 
ligheful Shine than April Suns; ſuch: Soft- 
deſſes and Languiſhing as the Almighty Po- 
et's Hand cannot deſcribe, nor Painter's 
Pencil ever draw. For my own part, Iam 
reſolved to look up to You: daily, and de- 
dicate my Life and Labours to Your Grace, 
to ſpend all the Store of my 5555 unexhauſted 
Fancy in Your unbounded Fame: For I de- 
clare, to be wreath'd in Laurel from Head 
to Foot, is not * Honour to that 


of being, . „ >e5. a Pre 
| Madam, . | 7 
' Your Graces moſt n 
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and devoted Servant, 1 
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(To 


Written by J. DRYDEN Ef; 
TJ 728215 the firſt Profeſſor of our Art, 


To prove this true, if Latin be no Treſpaſs, . 
Dicitur & Plauſtris vexiſſe Poemata Theſpis. 
Bat Æſchylus, ſays Horace in ſome Page, 
Was the fi 7 Mountebank c er trod the _ 
Kt Athens never new your learned Sport, 
Of toſſing Poets in 4 Tant. Court : 

But tis the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, 
Still to be plotting ſome new Reformation ; 


And ſome Years hence, if Anarchy go on, 


Jack Preſbyter il! Bere ere bis Throne, 
1 _ * . ub withpreaching once a Day, 


r be longer than a Play: 
ro * — athen Wits ſpall go to pot, 
For diſbelieving of a Popiſb Plot. 


Nor Gall we want the Sentence to depart, 
Ern in our firſt original, a Cart. | 
Occham, Dun Scotus, I, tho" learn'd, go dowg, 
As chief Supporters of the Trip/t-Crown; 
And Ariſtotle, for Defirufion ripe, 
Some ſay he called the Soul an Organ-Pipe ; 
Which by ſome little Help of Derivation, 
Shall thence be cal d a Pipe of Inſpiration, 
Your wiſer Fudgments further penetrate, 
Who late found out ons Tare amengft the Wheat. 
This is our Comfort, none der cried us down, 
But who diflik'd both — and a Cretu. 
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At Country Wakes Jung Ballads in a Cort. 
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O ibi. lan Audience clad r 
At once our Action and our Poet's Wit. 
2 A Shades, well pleai d, to theſe fam'd Seats . 
To bear the Muſes breathe their native Air: 
Fes from the partial Cenſure of the Tom, 
Where Senſele % Fation runs the Poet down', : 
Where fluttring Heftors on the Vizard fall, | 
One half &th Play they ſpend in Noiſe and Brawl, - 
Sleep out the reft, then wake and damn it all. x | 
To you the labour d Scene is better known, © 
In which no Poets hape extelPd your own. 
bes ſome fand Hero on the Stage is ſeen, 
. Tou ſtrait reflect ſuch toas his God- lile Mien; 
wr To ſuch Extent did his vaſt Congueſts fevel!, + 
Hie reign'd thus glorious, thus untimely fell: 
Knowing th* Original, you tht Copy praiſe, 
And crown the Artifi with deſerved Bays. 
= Thus to their Merits we our Poets leave, 
Bat for our ſelves your milder Cenjure crave, 
| That all Defe&ts *th Aftion you'd impute + 
7 cur. ftraitned Stage, 110 _ the Wemens Gage. | 
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De Gown to Beauty never was unkind, 
But form'd by that th dias of the Mind. 


Who of our Sex their Sciences have feign 
Thus were the Muſes, thus the. Graces 4. 
And Plato this bis Virtus has expreſt. © 


EPILOGUE. 


— 


4 We know what's dus to Sophoniſba's Fame,. 


And more ta Roſalindy's chaſter Name. 

Nor can we "wholly ignorant appear 

Of thoſe learn Languages that flouriſb here. 
Be not ſurprix d if we invade your Right, 
And Ovid's or Catullus* Loves recite, 

Or paſs from. Virgil's Labour of Aineas, 


Ay To Menin acide Thea DS eos. 


9 


"Twas from th Scboolt our fi Reſpts 9 J. 


Da a- 


Tlius, his Lieutenant, | Mr. Lydall, 


, Maſpniſe, King of Nemidia; marr ed W 


Menander, Confident of Maſſiniſa, Mr. Griffn. 


- Sephoniſda, a Carthaginian Lady, 


P-24ambe, 2 Maids of Honour, and Con- 
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Dzamaris PERSONA. 


Hannibal, General of Carthage, = Mr. Mobun. 


| Maberbal, Lieutenant: General, Mr. Burt. 

 Bomilear, Maſter of the Horſe and 1 . 
—— Te. Winter/ball. 

Scipio, Conſul of Rome, Mr. Kynafton. 


Mr. Watſom 


Varro, a Tribune; 


to Sophoniſba, | 
Trebellius, a Roman Officer, Mr. Porvel. 
Maſina, Nephew of Maſi ni ſa, Mr. Clark. 


Daughter of Aſarubul, firſt marſh, Mrs. Cox. 
to Syphax, after to Maſſiniſa, 
Ro/alinda, a Roman Lady, Miſtreſs of | 
7 Ha y Ny: TMs. Burrell 


Merna, & fidents of Sophonyba. © 
Mrs. Nep. 


Ag lave. *. 
Cymana, > r of Bellona, Mrs. Corey. 
. ATTENDANTS. 
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ACT Il. SCENE E 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, Guards. at | 
| Attendants. On 


8 Onqueſt with Laurels has our A 
And Rene in Tears of Blood oor 
755 | Anger mourn'd, 

lite Gods we paſy'd the rugged 

; > Alpine Hills, 

Melted or our r way, and drove our hiſſing Wheels 
Through cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills. 9 
What after Ages ſhall with = believe, | I 
Through burning Quarries did our Paſſage cle ve: 
5 * Hur 


Hannibals Overthrow. 


: 
r 


— * 


2 1 — — 
KK Cs . — —— 
— — — - 
7 


—— 


* Wen 8 * f = " 


j Through Globes of Ice, and Flakes of ſolid Snow. 
on our laſt Elephant, while we did ſlees 
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No Power on Earth could their loſt Empire ſave: 


4 a 4 — 


Hurl'd dreadful Fire, and Wer infus' d, 

Whoſe horrid Force the Nef ves of Flint unloosd $—- 
Made Nature ſtart to fee us root up Rocks 
And open all the -Adamantine Locks; 

Shake off her maſſy Bars; o'er Mountains go, 


In Arms foggy Fens and Marſhes deep, n 
One Light we loſt, for Cartbage underwent = x 
Wars tedious Toils, our Blood and Spirits ſpent, 
And all the Stock of Health which bounteous Nature lent. C 
Mah. But what Return has that ſlow City made ? 
Admir'd by Foes, you were by Friends betray'd. 
While you abroad fam'd Battels bravely fought, 
The Traitor Hanno your Deſtruction fought : 
No Succours were for your Aſſiſtanee meant; 
For ſtill to Rome Intelligence was ſent: 
That did the Carthaginians Strength declare, 
Which way they -paſs'd, and what their Numbers were. 
+ Bom. By this Deſign your Brother's Death was wrought, 
When he apart from you with Nero fought. 
Too well that barbarous Stateſman Hanno knew, 
IF Gallant Aſarubal ſhould join with you, 
The Romans could no hope of Safety have, 


With wicked Policy he therefore try'd 

Your two all conquering Armies to divide. 

How fatally did his curs'd Plots ſucceed, 

When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed? 

Han. Great Stateſmen Kings ſhould watch while they 
Left; what they build, thoſe underhand deſtroy. (plex, 
Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known 
Only on Land, but on the Ocean ſhown: : 

Where Fleets divided, by cloſe practis'd Arts, 
Haye melted Womens Eyes, and Soldiers Hearts. 

Bom. Now all the Fiends thoſe Traitors drag to Hell, 
. Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country ſell. 

Han. How wou'd the Slave have qual. d, had they but 
The Flizhts of Trebid, or of en (fee 


Or dreadful Canna ? | 
Where * 


Hanibare 90 wo. 
Where * dire Siſters bit the Roman Loom, 
As if their Hand were tir d with cutting B 35 oo, 
Bom. Where fourſcore vaFant Senators were kilbd, 
'The Blood of ſeventy Thouſand Soldiers ſpill'd, ' 
And great Æmillu] Death our Conqueſt ſwell'd. ; 
Han. When, all with crimſon Slaughter cover'd ger, 
We urg'd our Horſes through a Flood of Gore ; 
Whilſt from the Battlements of Heaven's high Wall 
Each God lo kd down, and ſhook his awful Head, 
Mourning to fee ſo many thouſands fall, 
And then look'd pale, to ſee us look ſo et, 
Mah. That was a Time worthy ſevereſt Fate, 
When Victory on Hills of Heroes fat, 
And turn'd her Eyes, all blood-ſhot, on the Fray, 
And laugh'd, and clap'd her Wings, and bleſs'd the Day. 
Han. And are we thus at laſt rewarded then? 
Dare they review our Dangers with Diſdain ? 
Dull Counſellors, who only talk of Harm, 
Sleep till high Noon, to coſtly Banquets ſwarm, 
And with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm. 
Inſtead of fighting Scipio, let us haſte, | 
Set fire to Carthage, lay her Glories waſte; 4 4A 
Melt. all their hoarded Treaſeres down, and pour N 
Into their thirſty Throats the ſcalding Ore. 
Bom. Go on, Great Sir; their truſty Coffers burn, 1 
Their towring Pride to Deſolation turn. 
Mah. How I ſhould laugh to ſee their Ermines ſoak} / 
May ſulph'rous Flames their gorged Vitals choak. SE 
Han. Maberbal, ſtay; tho Carthage us'd me ill, 
Spite of my Wrongs, ſhe is my Country ſtill; _ 
My Father, the great Maſter of our Arms, 2 
(Who w hiſs he gave me Liſe, heard loud Alarms) 
Swore me Rome's Foe, when in my Age's Bud, 
Wean'd me-from Milk, and nurs'd me up in m_— = 
And taught me to be obſtinately good z © 
Rome, the World's Giant Empteſs to invade, 
Till her bright Fame ſhould ſhrink into a Shade 
And all her golden Spires in Duſt were laid. 
Bom. Carthage, and Rome, which did ſo long divide — 


The trdul af World, to prop theit eighty Pride, 
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Will brook no more each other's mighty. Sway, 


FE The Gods to this or that mult give the Day: N 
Since ſuch Majeſtick Pow'r to both is giv'n, 


As each might take up all the Care of Heav'n. 

| Mah. Beſides the nat'ral Hate to Rome you bear 
With Scipio, Love obliges you to War,! 

Since Roſalinda is a Pris ner there. 

Heavens | ſhall he dare to keep your Love in Bands? 
Beauty, like hers, Swords, Hands, and Hearts commands. 
' Han. O, my Maherbal! thou wert always kind, 
- See'ſtall my Good, but to my Ills art blind. 

Had I by thy Advice my Soldiers led, 

Hot with their Joys, and ſtriding o'er the dead, 
To Rome, to Rome, my Warrior——But, tis loſt, 
That Hour, that did ſo many laſt Hours coſt ! 

The Gods and Opportunity ride Poſt. 

Melting at Capza | in Pleaſures lay; 

And for a Miſtreſs gave the World away. (ſubdue, 

Mah. Grudge you the World? Cou'd I ſuch Hearts 

Were I great Fove himſelf, I'd give Heav'n too. 

But I am rough, and not for Woman made, 

In Nature's coarſeſt Mould my Fortune laid. 

Han. Haſte to the Roman Camp, Bomilcar fly, 

Take Scouts along, unſeen as Spirits pry, 
' And learn the Poſture of the Enemy. 

Learn, if thy Knowledge may ſo happy be, 

Where Ro/a/inda mourns for Liberty: | 

Seek her as thou woud' Wreaths for Glories Toil, 

As after Conqueſt thou woud'ſ ſeek for Spoil. [ Fxeunt. 


The SCENE drawn, diſcovers a pleaſant Grotto, 
King Maſſiniſſa, Maſſina, and Menander ftting up- 
on a Bank. Soft Muſick is heard. 


K Maſ. Since Love, the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown, 
That fires Ambition, and adorns Renown : 
That with ſweet Hopes does our harſh Pains beguile, 
And midſt the Javelins makes the Soldier ſmile ; 
Since this great Trophy's loſt, quite loſt to me, 
What wretched things muſt Fame and Empire be! 
U $4, | 74:4: Mens 
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Men: 


4 _ to draw the Bold and Backward in, 


Hannibal Owerthrow. 


Man. Yet once your Soul wa of another drain 
And ſtill you talk d how God-like twas to reign, 
In myſtick X Empice to-be plac'd alone, | 
And- your Cheeks burn'd when you beheld a Throne: 
Ev'n in your -Nonage haughty were and bold, 
And ſmiling would your Father's Sceptre hold; 
And tall'd, when young, how you would rule when old: 
K. Maj. Ambition then I lov!d ; but now--abhox, 
Maſ. What is Ambition, Sir? 
K. Maſ. The Luſt of Power. | 
0 ths Boy, it licenſes to kill; DN” 
ng Temptation to do bravely ill ; 


The dear-bought Recompence of higheſt Sin: 

For when to Death we make the conquer'd yield, 
What are we but the Murd'rers of the Field ? 
Men. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no morg 
The Bawd of Empire or the Luſt of Pow'r, 
Than lawful Mirth is Leudneſs in a Bride, 

Or Neatneſs im a Veſtal Virgin, Pride. 

K. Maf. Then be it ſo; yet I will out no more, 
Since Love has wrack'd me on the long'd-for Shore, 
No, but had I a Soul cou'd Storms outwear, 

Durſt againſt Rocks, or over Quick-ſands ſteer, 
For Love, if Yexus had like Juno bid, 

I durſt as much as e er Alcides did: 

But I am loſt ; nothing, Maſina noẽ-r; 

With Love's each Blait, I like a Bulruſh bow. 
Am ] not alter'd much of late? 

Mafj. Alas! 

You look like wither'd Flowers, or Mountain Graſs. 

K. Maf. © Sophoniſba, Oh! 

Ma. Why ſighs my Lord ? 

Speak; for I will revenge you with my Sword. 

What cruel Vulture's this that tears your Breaſt ? 

Like feſter d Wounds, it takes away your Reſt, 
You will grow mad, I think, you watch all Night, 
And with your Groans the croaking Ravens fright. -* 
Who isit that theſe killing Griefs has wrought, L 

T hat bends your Brow, and turns you into Thought? 


K. Moe 
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* ef. My Sorrows Load, alas! thou canſt not bear. 
Map. e | 

What is it for your ſake I eou'd not bear? 
K. Maß. Mains, thou art all that I-wou'd have's 


There's nothing after thee, but a low Grave: 
+ Obdurate ſtubborn Heart, ſtill wilt thou hold? 


Obſerve me, Boy, when thou ſhalt ſee me cold, 
Grown by my Death a longer Line of Woe, - 
Pale as wrong'd Lover's Ghoſts, that ſigh below ; 
Then learn to curſe the Author of my Fate. - 
Maß. What horrid things are theſe, which you relate? 
K. Maſ. Thee from thy Childhood J have train'd with 
Tth' painful Diſcipline of tedious War: (Care, 
In Mountains bred thee, and on barren Sands, | 
And led thee near the Sun, through high parch'd Lands; 
Show'd thee to chaſe wild Boars upon the Heath, 
And taught thy Infant Hands the Trade.of Death. 
When 1 —_ hotly was purſu'd, > £ 
And forc'd to plunge into the rapid e 
Thou leap'dit in after me. 
Mat I did, my Lord. 


Bst you forgot the Whirl-pool in the Ford ; 
= Where when I ſtrugg''d, and my Strength grew ſlack, 


You daſh'd my Fate, and bore me on your Back: 
So through the Helleſpont Europa rode, 
Half dead with Fear, tho' mounted on a God. 
K. Maſ. But, my Maffine, there's one — more, 
More dreadful than all thoſe we paſs d r IF 


Vile Woman! 


Maf. Women, Sir, I oft have ſeen 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, 
Or like ſmall Clouds upon the Mountain's Brow 3. 


But never thought they Thunder bore till now. 


I know they are all black, have rolling Eyes, 


— Thick Lips, flat Noſes, Breaſts of mighty ſize. 


K. Maß. Thou never yet in ſhining Courts haſt been k 3 
Nor the fair part of Woman-kind halt ſeen, 
Who eloſe in Africt Palaces reſide, 

And from th' injurious Sun their Faces hide: 


To 
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| Hanyibal's "Ovevrbro. | EY 


To whom compar'd, theſe ſeem all hideons Nightz - 
But thoſe, like Cynihid's Silver Creſcent, bright. LS 

Maſ. Is it a Sin to be acquainted, Sir, 1 

wi thoſe white Maids, that are fo fine and fair? > -.44 
K. Maſ. Shun em, Maſfina, as thou woud'ſt thy Fate; 

As things which by Antipathy we hate; : 

Not all the Horrors of 2 bloody War, - 9 

Nor Lions, Tygers, ſuch hid Fury bear: 9 

Thoſe appear Monſters, but theſe ſeem all mild: n 

None ever yet deſtroy d, but ſtill ſhe ſmil d. 

They are all Grief, when they appear all Joy; 

Like Lightning, while they glitter, they deltroy. | 

Lie down, ſweet Youth. 15 fair white Woman was, ' 

Of what thou ſeeſt me now the cruel Cauſe ; 

Tho“ clear her Form appear'd, without one Stain, N 

Bright as thoſe Bodies which o'er Darkneſs reign, : 

Her Soul is blacker than the Skin of Moors z ' 

For Fraud with Beauty does his Lodging take. | 

Maß. Then Beauty's Breaſt is like a Bank of Flowers, - 
That fairly hides a foul and ugly Snake. 

K. Maſ. There's not one ſafe, and fair; all Seas of Sin 
Shou'dſt thou be us'd, alas! as I have been; © 
Twou'd make thee grey; hear not my Story told. - 

Maß. Will Women, if they uſe me, EINE" AT 

K. Maſ. I had a Miſtreſs once, i 
For her I fought, and did her Cauſe maintain | 
Againſt the World, upon the liſted Plain: . 4 
The Gods too know with what obliging Smiles, | 
And bluſhing Joy ſhe prais'd my mighty Toils: 
And when to kiſs her Hand I bended low, why 
She made it meet my Lips, and preſt em too. 
All this in Publick ; — Sight remov' d, 
Fierce were our Joys, and with a looſe we lov'd.. 

Menan. You-may remember, Sir, that I was by, 
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Call'd as a Witneſs to the ſacred Tye, | IVC" 
Thrice we invok'd the God of Marriage hw "YA 3 
With rich Sabean Scents perfum'd the Air, | | 
And utter'd ſacred Vows, and binding Prayer. \ 91 
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K. Maſ When you were gone, 


What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade? 
With open Arms upon my Bliſs I ran, 

With pangs:I graſp'd her, like a dying Man: 
Like Light and Heat, incorporate we lay ; 

We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Day. 


Mas. Now as I love bright Arms, the Story's fine! 


Tell it all Night, my Lord, the Stars will ſhine. 


K. Mof. Soon as the Birds did on the Morning call, 
Her brighter Eyes a ſhow'r of Tears let fall: 


Which in my ranting Boſom trick!'d down, 

She preſt me cloſe, and cry'd, muſt you be gone? 

Then round my Neck her ſnowy Arms did twine: 

She figh'd ; but will you be for ever mine? 

Will you be true? and then our Lips did join. 
NA. Kind, pretty Heart. | 
K. Maſ Her laſt Words were, 

Hear me, ye Gods, may I be never bleſt, 

If Mafiniſa be not to this Breaſt 

The ſweeteſt, deareſt, everlaſting Gueſt. 

Yet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deluding ſhe, 

Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting me, 

While I for Carthage follow'd Wars Alarms, 

Refign'd her ſelf up to another's Arms. 


Enter Lælius, and Varro. 


Lel. At length he's found: Riſe, Maſini/a, riſe; 
Shake off theſe Clouds that hang about your Eyes; 
Glory's in view, and courts us with her 
New Storms of War like Hail around us fall. 

Var. Fury, that ſat at home on maſly Shields, 
Now heaves em up, and ranges through the Fields; 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs. 

Lel. Syphax and Aſdrubal their Forces join, 
With Arms the Mountains and the Vallies ſhine : 


- 


Hal what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains? 


Is your high Blood congeal'd within your Veins, 
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Hannah Overthr, wy 
That from the duſty Field you thus retire, | 3 
And ſeek cool 8 when all the Worlds on Fire? 

Var. Kings caſt their Silks, and Armour make their Robe; 
Inſtead of Lutes, . ſhrill Trumpets charm the Globe; 
Yet you from this great Race of Honour run, 

Wave falling Palms, and courting Laurels ſhun; 
Why ſhou'd you Sepboniſtas Lols bemoan, 
When Syphax, who enjoys her, cries come on. 
K. Ma/. Ha! That the baſe Uſi did but dare 
Meet me alone without hisCrowds of War ! 
Læl. If you die here ſo ently, you'll fall 
As if Fate knew not of your Funeral: : 
And cens'ring Fame wil ay, when you are gone, 
His Thread of Life was by a Woman ſpun. 
But, Vanro, we miſtake ; this is not he, 
This is ſome Porer on Morality ; 
Some ſtudious Youth, who does the Heay'ns. ſurvey, -- 
And in dull Science fools his Life away. 

K. Maf. Awake! Where haſt thou been; my drowſy . 
In Lethe ſteep'd, or freezing near the Pole? (Soul 
I feel her now my benumb'd Limbs inſpire, | 
My Spirits ſhoot, and dart, and mount up oigher, 

Like Sparks that ſcatter from a kindling. Fire: | 
The Plots of Love inglorious are and dark, I 
Blindly he aims, and Night is all his Mark: 
Like Day LI dart him through and through; f will z 
To care my Honour, I my Love will kill ; 

Kill her my ſelf, cut piece- meal all her Charms. 

War ; how itſounds! away, to Arms, to Arms! 
Let's go where the Illuſtrious Scipio calls; 

I'll be the firſt ſhall ſcale proud Carthage Walls: 
Wing'd with our Glory, come, my Friends, let's fly, 
To conquer bravely, oras bravely die. 

Læl. Spoke like your ſelf, thus we our Homage pay z 
So look'd Achilles when Troy loii the Day. 

Var. Fierce and'Majeltick as young Mars you ſtand: 
'Tis fit that Look this {rick ſhould command: 9 
EK. Maſ. As Lovers, big with Expectation, burn; 
My Soul to Battel does all fiery turn: | 4 


Swift 
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4 Giftes the Gods, ug rt de: bn 
= And leaves the Courſers of the Day {ind wy 
Vet ſtay; methinks I am uneaſy fills '- "WP 51 =Y | 

What Ar Pleaſure can it be to ki? 

I.. FrailPrince! how jb. BORON Actions „% 

1 By Paſſions toſs'd in Love's tempeſtuous Sea? 4 

War fires the Brave. "Vo 

K. M/ Yet War contract a Guilt, | #2 A \ AER 6 
And the, Brave grieve when many Lives are a . , 
Love like a Monarch merciful and young, g 1 
Shedding no Blood effeminates.the Strong 
But War does like a Tyrant vex us more, 

And breaks thoſe Hears WARE Love did melt before. 1 y 

| ; N [Exeunt. ( 
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'ACT, n SCENE L. 


— Hal, Mende Lzlius, and Var, 


7 H E Scouts of ks have the ſur- 

The Camp d 

I. Tour Will exactly was hey. 

Scip. J hear, my pinch, Frier 

— pgrieve to hear, 

That you che Chains of Sophoni/ba wear: 

In Glory's School you had the foremoſt 1 

Skilldin the dark myſterious Book of Fame; 

Did thoſe worn Characters with Pleaſure 48 

Which told the Stories of the mighty Dead: 

But by this Act of Softneſs you will drown . _ 

Thoſe noble Parts, and forfeit your Renown ; 

Truant to all the Honour that you had, 

Drunk with Love's Tears, with Smiles of Beauty mad. 
K. MV I ſtrove, Sir, by your great Achievements 

(taught, 
To drive this Beauty from my lab'ring Thought; 
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aght, 


But from a Friend I'll conſtrue nothing ill. 2 | 


But I as wall to Heaventaight ce 

And quench the Influence of our ag Ao <p TIP 
Like thoſe with fatal Fires ſhe „ 
And leads me on that I may 


Seip. r 1 


And Corroſives apply, where Cordials fail; 


To me prove civil ; for your ſelf be wiſe; , 

You have my Friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. 
K. Maſ. Mean you, my Lord, not Sophoniſba love? 
Scip. As ſhe's the Foe-of Rome, I diſapprove _ - 

All Treaties with her : faks Kor of ls tens, 10 85 

Or againſt Honour you commit a Crime. 

E Mu And wou ere * | 
Seip. When ſhe is dead. 2 

Why ſhou'd you wiſh her Life, that has betray'd 

Both you and Rome? Syphbax, whom I had I 

Her cunning Tongue to fide with Carthage Ra 4 8:: 4 

By Heaven I ſwear, if ſhe my Captive be, f 

TIl uſe her as the Romans Enemy. 

wink 9 me ſhake her of and lire; Pd 

er t wear you can (know i 

And be the ſanie. uc gh m Boſom n ot 

3 Epos 2 

en your St wi 

Bid me be will 0k ns belies = 
$:ip. You are reſoly'd, it ſeems, to croſs my "Will: 


K. Maſ. O then endure yet more, Hanns 1 
Without ſome vent my Ab ring Heart wil breaks — | 
"Tis as a Friend your Li ©, your Life I ſpare, fr 4 ' | 


Not as you, more King, Rome's Conſul are, 
The far-fam'd te ind the- God of War. 91 
Can any Man that's brave, 1 
ade Injuries wed. Patience hear ? 
t any other in appear, 5 
And nat) che w onde that ou have fad: 
By the immortal Powers, I'll ſtrike him dead. MY 
Lel. n. 7 the King et Er 
lays his Hand on bis Sword. + 


— 
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22 ee 3.07, 
Seip. Your gen'rous Temper, Lelius, ta, 5 
He ſhall be hotter yet, to be more cold: F 
My Virtue all the Gan of Paſſion knows, 
Has tried its Calms, its wondrous'Ebbs and Y Sn 
n deny, 3 
* Proofs how wou'd. your Friendſhip fly? 2 
EK. Maſ. Try me, my Lord, but any other 1750 
—— ! with what ineſs would. I E 
While Blood kind Warmth does to theſe Lim b. afond, | 
While I can ſhake a Spear, or wield a Svard, ö 
| You ſhall be ever M NET ONE 3 
Go on and wander the wide Ocean o'er, of | 
Go fail to ſome inhoſpitable Shore, 3 
Where dreadful Monfters guard the horrid Land, 
'Tho' down to 200 1 1 at your Command 
Il throw T. the untried Sand. | 
Would ve all n. Carthaginians ſlain, 
Or ſee heir Cities level'd with the Plain? 
With chearful'Toil the buſineſs ſhall he done, 
Give me but Scpbon iſſa for my Crown: | 
| Sip. To conquer Enemies 1 | 
Than every Tribune here has done before: 28 
Search all the Army thro, and find that one, I 5 
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Who, if I bid, the Poite of Fire dares ſhun, _ 

Or will not from aPrecipice leap, down. - 3 

At Amp Command, Lelias, would yoo. . 3 Bu 
e? | 


WE My Fate for Empire ra not loſe : | mes 
At thy Command, Temples and Shrines ould iz, | Ye! 
I'd ſpoil their Gods, their Statues, Altars raze, vo. 
And with my Fury make them dread thee more, Stil 
Than I fear them when Alb their Thunder rar. Th 

| © Scip. To conquer Kingdoms, and on Sceptres tread, 

Ul Ts but to imitate Heroes dead. | 1 
Shou'd you your 'Arms'to the World's Limits bear, | 
The mighty Alexander piert'd as far: * Cai 
8 if ungoyern d Paſſian you can bind, For 
nench th inglorious Ardour. of your, Mind, | | You 
> Fo ame ſhall with that haughty Victor's vie, 
Which all the Eaſtern Beauties cou'd defy. 


d, 


Hannibal? Overibrow. 2g 
Tf Rill you are reſolv'd her Charms to truſt, 
The World may truly term you raſh, unjuſt, 
And when you periſh, ſay, he died for Luſt. 
R. Maſ. You tax me, Sir, viking & 06 kn : 
But urge me not too far; for I may 
Beyond all Limits, juſt Revenge ds, - 
And, blinded by my Rage, let fly at you. 


1 


Scip. Unhand him—— by the Gods, eng I dre 3 4 


A fingle Arm Rome's Conſul cannot fear : 
I ſhine above thee, like a Star fix'd higher, 
Whom tho' you cannot reach, you may admire. 

K. Ma. Like Meteors rather you falſe Glory take, 
Whoſe ſhort-liv'd Blaze low earthy Vapours makes 
Yet, ſince with fancy'd Fires you fill the Sky, | 
Shall not one Prince at your dread Aſpect die. 7 

Scip. How have I err'd? Your" Trial's at an End: 
Heav'n! That I &er ſhould call this Man my Friend, | 
How could my Soul ſo groſly be o'reſeen ? 

From all — wert ou OT then, 
O moſt ungrate, il-temper'd, rous ? 
No good dd ever from this Africk — 
Did I for this each Roman Friendſhip ſnun, 
And to thoſe ſavage Arms for Refuge run? 
When with the weighty Cares of War oppreſt, 
Lean d all my Troubles on that ſullen Breaſt ; 
Took no Petition, granted no Command, 
But what was giv'n by Maſiniſ as Hand. 
What Triumphs did I ever yet deſign, 
Wherein your Glory might not equal ſhine ? 
— for a 9 hae -mag too, 

our Fame, al riendfhip forego. 
Still let the Great of Favourites beware ; 4D 
They moſt deceive us, who moſt truſted are. 

[The Conſul turns away. 


K. M, Sea, Conſul, ſuy, my Friend, my noble 


Cou'd you then caſt me off for one raſh Word? 
Forſake me ever? O you never lov'd 
Your Maſiniſſa, who cou'd thus be mov'd. 


' Go 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 


wy - Sophidaiſta3: * 1 

Go if you ak leave this ungrateful King, 

Th This ſavage, barb'rous, indigeſted thing. 

Whale er my Paſſion did, ſhould pardon d be; 
or,” I confeſs, you are a God to me: 

et it had been more friendly and more kind, 


Not to have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. Boge 8 
Scip. But was it poſſible in this our Strife, 2 Y 
That. Maſiniſa ſhould-attempt my Life? 1 

K. MAY. Pronounce my Death, cut off theſe cure 

Hands, | F 
Send me to Syphax, bound with ſhameful Bands, 
jar J may all the ſubtleſt Torments bear, * 
And after no more Reproaches hear. St 

Scip. By this return of Virtue I am made © A 

For ever yours Say, do I now nach ? 
Are theſe Reproaches ? _ . -. 

K. M/. 72 e Tz Bu 
And hear me ſwear your eternal _ Ly pe. 
Whatever this your ſhall — By: L be As 

Tho' Sepboniſba from my trembling Hand, | 
I will obey——or curſe me where I ſtand, * | 
; - Scip. As your firſt Trial, ſtrait to Cirta fy, 
And ar'd Syphax at his Gates defy. | 1 
Our mult conquer when led on by you: | But 
| his Wife endeavour to ſubdue, - - .. And 
Whoſe ſubtile working Wit wrought all his Cure, _ Wh. 
And with her beauteous Griefs renew'd the War. NM 


K. Mo/. This Youth, my Kinſman, as a Pledge I rave; And 
My All, the Darling of my Soul receive, 
As I in War ſhall falſe or faithful be, 
may juſt Heaven do both to him and me. 
Mp Ah! if I am that Darling of your Heut. 
How can you leave me thus forlorn behind? 
Take me along, or T ſhall think twas Art 
That made you ſeem ſo pitiful and kind. 
K. Ma/: 12 all the Gods thy precious Life defend; 
Something that's fatal ſure Ruſs ears as port &- + 
| I was not us d to weep. 
Scip. Nor muſt not now. 
At your requeſt we will * 7 


8 0 


Li 


leave; 


end: 


Fron 


Hannibal Quathrow. 
From hence to Bagradaour-Farces-draw, '  ' | 
To try our Strength with.deſp'rate Hannibal. 
And ke e — Pg ace 155 
Th d of gi ws 1'th' | 
K Maſ. My Blood | 
Such Li duch Courage would the Dead * 120 L 
Ves, we will fight, my Lord, with Hannibal, 
To bloody 'ccount his boaſted Valour call. 
Scip. Lite ſame vaſt ill: built 'Tow's ſo high he grows, 


His Marble Front nods, with each Blaſt that blow. 


K. Maſ. Oe, Arma, like  Lhanders. en pt 
rown, ov] 25 

Shall all at once, hurb'd by our Rage, ruſh on, | 

And in A Moment roll his Glory down. 

© _- [Manet Maſiina jm. 
Mafſ. Was ever Youth. uam as-I i 

But I will be reyenged on him and die. 

Perhaps to laſe me in his Wars he fears, 

As if my Soul did not outgo my ee 


Euter Roſalinda. . 


Ref. T've ſcap'd with much ado the Tribune's Hands, 
But *tis the Conſul who muſt break my Bands, 
And ſend me with a paſs- port bck=—Who's 0 were 
What are you? b 

Mal. inſt is ud webe you are,. Str 
And how you came to be thus heav'nly Rirs: 32 
What is it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh and bright, 
The Red of Roſes, or the Lillies White? | 

Re. Were you ne'er thus before? * 

Mafſ. I never knew +. 2 
Such Agues in my Blood, and reren too. 

. Rof. I'll leave you, Sir. 

Ma, Vou cannot if you wou'd, 

Vou may as eaſily forego your Blood: 

Like that, I'll bluſhing creep about you ſtill, 

And my ſick Thoughts with filent Pleaſures fill 
Re. What is't you'd have? 


Vol. III. 8 
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17 Alas! I do not | 
Something there is which abate will not thow: 
Whene ler you ſpeak, as at melodious Strains, 
There's ſomething purls and trickles thro* my Veins; 
Like Quickſilver it moves ſo cold and faſt, | 
m—_ my Eyes twinkle as they'd look their laſt. 

J. Te news like Love: but in its Birth 
A Pullom wich ee Pip ca jy 

Mafſ. Perhaps you me born of common Race ; 
But does my high Lineage grace. 

Ahl do not then put ot this harmleſs Flame, 
Since _ your Eyes the tingling Torment came. 

Rof. In vain your Paſſion's Ardour you alledge, | 
The Fort's impregnable, break up your Siege 3 | 
No Force nor Art can the leaſt Outwork win, 
There's one for you too mighty enter'd in: 
The haughtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, 

Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth. F 

Mag. To this immortal Kindred leave him then; 
You may be better plac'd with Blood of Men. l 
Beſides, who knows but his Divinity, 1 
As Gods will ſometimes very forward be, 

May chance take pet as you in Love engage, 
And thunder you to pieces in his Rage ? 
Ne Tis true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, 
All cruel, glorious, Dangers thick he wear I 
Not to amaſe ybu, when you have nam'd all 
That's great and lovely, think on Hannibal. 
n 
Age can Beauy ought tat lovely ſpy? 
. = Dreams of Glory waking Youth ſupply ? 
- Ref. The his Blood mor like freezing Gurrents flow, 
Were his Head whiter than the Alpine Snow, 
- My Youth his Age into one Piece ſhould grow. 

Maſr All you have faid I know in jeſt was ſpoke 3 ; 
What ſhould 3 you do with ſuch a ſapleſs Oak? 
When a young pleaſant Vine ſo near you ſtands, 
And bows with all his Cluſters to your Hands. 

Ro/. Honour to Youth and Beauty I prefer, 
PO e 2s Rr s 
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Hannibal? Overtbrow. © 
And fince the World knows none fo great as he, 
None elſe ſhall Lord of my Affection be. 9 
In ſhorter Joys let other Maids delight, 
T Thoſe tranſitory Pleaſures of a Night ; 
4 But I mare laſting Happineſs defign, 
In my us Warriour's Heart to ſhine, | 
And have my Name on his high Tomb engray'd,' 
This, this is ſhe who Hannibal enſlav d. | = 
Mafſ. Tho' I no Dawn of Comfort can deſcry, 
Yet in this ho Love I will engage, . 
And every Thought of Royalty caft by, 
Thro? all the World attend you as your Page: 
For all my Pains I will not beg one Kiſs, 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War ; 
Give a kind Look, and I will prize the Blisse 
Above thoſe Hopes which the Ambitious bear. 
Reſ. Since then you are reſolv'd a while to wait, 
As your firſt Taſk, ſhew me the Conſul ſtraight : 
My Beauty like a Comet ſhall ariſe 
That temp'rate Lord of Nations to ſurprize, 
FI! thunder in his Ear and lighten in his Eyes. 


J 


[Exeunt. * 


SCENE, Te Carthaginian Camp. 


Hannibal if diſcever'd in his Tent, fitting at 4 Table: 
with Lights. | 


Han. How great's the Care, the Tail and lingring Pain, 
That racks a General's Breaſt, and breaks his Brain! 
Argus a hundred Lights had, I but one, 

Yet all the Day tis watchful as the Sun; 
And all the Night tis watchful as the Moon. + 
When ſhall I ſleep, from Noiſe and Buſineſs freed ? 
Tis huſh'd, but Buſineſs does ſucceed : | | 
Beauty which Jene could draw from Heav'n's high 
ow'r, | - "+ (ave; 
When Nymphs in Groves his God-head ſtoop'd ta- 
So much he lov'd Delight above Almighty Power: 
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Staining his Son, that vaſt immortal Man, - 


- 
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In his deep Blood the e ran, 


The great Alcides, who a Diſtaff made 4; REL 114 
Of that huge Club which Nations could' invade ; ey 

Wou'd in his Miſtreſs Glaſs kind Looks deviſe, 
Leſs'ning the Glories of his God-like Eyes, 

And turn'd his mighty Voiee to tender Cries. 
Since Gods themſelves, and God-like Men have lowed, 
Why.ſhould not I with Beauty's Charms be mov'd? _ 
The higheſt Pow'r has Love's blind Mazes trod ; © * * 

Then Hannibal love on, and imitate a'Gad. 


Exter Bomilcar. 
Bomilcar kev So ſuddenly return'd ? 


You look as if your Journey you had mourn'd. 


*Bom, My Lord, we were diſcover'd. 
Han. Ha! How then ? 


Was your loſt Freedom given you agen ? 


Bom. The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we were, 


Commanded us to diſſipate our Fear: 4 


Then to his Officers gave ſtrict Command, 
To let us take a view of ev'ry Band; 
But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtrict Diſcipline! 

Han. You ſpeak, Bomilcar, as you knew not mine. 
Bom. My Lotd, your Pardon, it I fay theſe Eyes 
Ne'er yet Ceheld ſuch gallant Enemies. 

When we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp, 
He generouſly diſmis'd us from the Camp. 
Han. This civil Brav'ry has oblig'd me fo, 


| I ſhall to Battel with half Fury go : 


Doubts enter here, which yet my Breaſt ne'er In. 3 


Doubts beget Fears, and Fears my Courage melt. 


But of my Love, Couſin, you nothing ſaid; 


Is ſhe alive? How I that Anſwer dread ! 


Or is it poſlible ſhe can be dead ? 


Bom. Tho? in the Search our utmoſt Wit ellay'd, 


We nought could hear of that illuſtrious Maid. 


Han. Perhaps his Heart for 'Temp'rance ſo renown'd, 


From her all-conqu' ring Eyes might take a * 


—— —- —„— — 
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'Hanpibal's'Ouefth/ow. | 29 f 
And now he keeps her cloſe : Which ſhould he dare, 
With Fire and Sword we'll carry on the Wat. FATS 

Yes, we will inſtantly our Bodies jn z: 

The World's at ſtake, let her be his or | 

Bom. Throw boldly at the Sum which the ' Gods er; ; 

A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met, 
That on 7 ſide will all their Fortunes bet. 


Enter Maherbok | . 8 
(behold 


Mah. Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent, 
Sights that may chill the Fiery, daunt the Bold : © 
Srl Trumpets echo thro' the Arch of Heaven. 
Battels proclaim'd, and bloody Signals giv'n. 
Two Suns their gaudy Chariots Curtains furl, 
And at each other brandiſn'd Lightning hurl ! 
Red Bolts ruſh flaming thro” a bloody Sky, — 1 5 


Wounding the Air, vaſt pointed Splinters fly, 
Immortal Spirits drop down, and ſeem to die: 
A Hoſt of heav'nly Warriours bright and gay 
Appointed ſtand, and ready for the fray 3 
In golden Arms'their ſnining Chiefs appear, EE 
Helmets and Shields of Diamonds: they wear, > J 
And Spears, with Stars of value ſet; they bear. 
Han. The End of all thuigs ſure is drawing nigh. - . 
Mas. Thro' the void Place {wift Darts — __ : 
Black ſwarthy Dembns hold a hollow Cloud. F 
And with long 'Thunder-bolts they drum zloud-: 
Their Trumpets all with Sun- beams are inlay d, 
Where dreadful Sounds by fiery Breath are made: 
Mountains are buried in the Womb of Earth, 
A Grave they find where firſt they had their Birth: 
Our Houſhold Gods ſweat as they ſtand, and all 
Your Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall. 
A Wolf but now, his Jaws all blooded o'er, 
And by his fide a ſavage foatnin 
Your Out-guards fac'd, and To Aa there began, 
Nor ſtop'd they, but thro? all the Army ran, 
Till fatiated with Blood, the Monſters fled, 
wo'd, Vaniſh'd from Sight, and in dark Foreſts hid. | 
d, 4-23 .A B 3 Han. 
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Sophoniſba; 7 „ 
Han. eee de Wl the r. OT, 
Command , de cries ee 
Command our Prieſts: a Sacrifice 
FT. appeaſe the angry Demons of len, 


The SCENE A diſceoers a Heaven of Blood, two 
Sans, Spirits in Battel, Arrows foot to and fro in the 
Air ; Cries of yielding Perſons, &c. Cries 9 0 Carthage 


is fallen, Carthage, 
Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. What mean the Gods by theſe fantaſtick Forms ? 
And unprovok'd why do they raiſe. ſuch Storms ? 

Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear, 
The ſure Deſtruction of ſome State is near. 
Our General's mov'd, his angry Looks dart Fire, 
And noble Rage does his griey'd Soul inſpire. _ 
Har. Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers Divine, 
Shall in our Death the Rowan Glory ſhine? — 


Has Fate cur Ruin fix'd ? Is it decreed, 8 hs 
That Carthage fall, and Hannibal muſt bleed ? If 
Yet with unſhaken Souls our Doom we'll wait, 
And periſh 28 tho* unfortunate: Nr. 
Ves, ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal, | No 
Whom you untimely to Deſtruction cal. 5 W; 
Still what he was, ſhall like a Soldier fall. ; 4 
Let Hanno ſhiver in the Arms of Death; rei 
But loud Reports ſhall wait our parting Breath, To 
We'll drown the talking Gods with our laſt cry, Gin, 
And Earth ſhall thunder back upon the Sky. [Excunt. Dai 
| 8 
But 
Nor 


1 ＋ 
9088 1 


"Hannibal's Overthrow. 3 


— 
ACT m. SCENE 5 | 
A Roman Camp. 


Enter Scipio, Lelins, Attendants, Varro, Guard. 


EIS range that we no News from Cirta 

No Soldier thence ? (hear 

ul. None, Sir, does yet appear 

| Scip. Twere ſit ſome Tribune with our 
SEAS Horſe ſhould go, 

And the Intent of Maſiniſſa know. 6 ah 


Enter Roſalinda and Mufin 


Roſ. Where is the General? By your Majeſty, 
And = Garb, you ſhould 2 be: 

If ſuch you are, I charge you ſet me free. 3. BW 

Sip. Your fret Commands are toll in ch # way, —_ 
The Conſul doubts whether he ſhould obey : -- 15 
Nor know I, Fair-one, what, or whoſe you are, | | 
Wrongfally held, or Priſoner of War. 

Roj. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like x mine, 4 
Tis fit you ſtrait my Liberty enjoin 3 | 
To keep me here againſt my Will, is wrong, 

Since I to Hannibal the Great belong: 
Dare you detain what's his? 

Scip. We all things dare, 

But would not willingly offend the Fair: 
None ſhall preſume your Freedom to deny, 
If with the Gift we oder Far f your Frienſhip buy. 

Roſ. My Friendſhi Nos w Deth I hate you all,” 

All that — Arms againſt my Hannibal: 

A Man ſo great, I tho' a Reman born, 

Can for his fake eden” my Country ſcorn 3 860 g 
3 4 . 


— —— ˖ — — „ 
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| © When Ajdrubal in Spain, be 


8 


i a ; . N 
320 Sophoniſba; , 
Who drives the braveſt of you from the Field, 

As I in Cities make all Beauties yield. | 
Rowe ſhe's not fit tho” ſhe' her Head lay down. 

To be his Foot-ſtool, when he mounts a Throne. 
Scip. My yet unſhaken Soul, with 'Virtue bound, 


No force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound: 


But Mars and Cupid now at once appear, 
Ad ſtrike me with an Object fierce and fair. 
How her Eyes ſhine ! what, killing Fires theyart IR 
And all within J feel the fatal Smart. 
Away with her, ſhe is a Sorcereſs, ge. 
Ma. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember the's your Te 1 
Beſid J love her; and if ſhe depart, g 
Or ſuffer any Wrong, "twill break my Heart. 
By all thoſe Noble Promiſes you made, 
2 re you fled, 
And I your Pris ner was, you lov'd me then, 
With Gold and Jeyyels ſent me home again, 
And hung about my Neck a Di'mond Chain. 
Fcip. At your Requeſt ſhe ſhall not go, but tay 
Hae With you ? Diſpatch her, $ 
aff. With you'? Ir, away. 
A ena Tc MY 
Love toys, my Lord, below your E are, 
They'll take, you off the Buſineſs of the War. 
Scip. Tho War uſurp the Day, Love claims the Night; 
At laſt we'll try this am'rous new Delight. * 
Maff. Yes you may try, but ne er can pleaſe like me; 


 [Aneels. 


You'll till be dreaming, Sir, of Victory 


Of ſtorming Forts, and digging Trenches deep, 

Ang call for Arms and break your Miſtreſs' ſleep. 
Reſ. The ſerious Trifles of your Love adjourn; 

For know I view you both · with equal Scorn. 

O mighty Hannibal! thou all Divine, | 

This loyal Heart ſhall never be but thinez 

How little theſe compar'd to thee? how low? _ 
Scip. Trophies as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, 

Noble as thoſe which his fam'd Arms adorn, 

From as dire Dangers Victory hath torn. x / 
e 27. ; | | Ro 0 


. 3 


* HkhiWal'fOvrShw. ” 
Fal. 


W tehie' in in, 
had 1 ee "_ 


ol l Cont ng yoo con 1 > « * i | 
is Peave, ny econ ates want - 1 


Yet you —— bud talk of Bs Fa 4 
When all your Eagles Dove Ike flew fo tame. 
But Hannibal with Noiſe to War proceeds . . -. 
Makes the World ftart at his unequaPd Deeds 3 8 
He like ſome rolling Whale, Who ts he res, 
With his bright Armory gilds the Wives; 55 1 8 
bees the frighred Nation font nis fie 35 an: 
; That ego and foaming Faties far Or ao £4 
O'er all the watry Region does hide, . b 
The Ocean's'Lord and Tyrant of the Land: 

gell. While your tame Legions, "like the finaller Fr . | 

| Glide Rent on, and ohly twinkle by. | 
5 Scip. Take her, Maſſina, bear her Rt my rer. 


To Freedom, Chains, to Peach e or Baniſh himenc: a xo KH 

Bear her where may never fee her tore. 
IN Maflna ads 17 "of. 

She's gone, and now I am as hetetofore 3 © © > 

My panting Heart with Thirſt of Glory burns. 

Fame flies before, and beckn ing Fortun 15 8 

Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and WM jeſds, 


And all the wonted Objects Fan vie 
Black Hilt, and tate En, anc bloody Fic 


ne 3 * iti Maherbal. 3 * 


What art thou? * "Tis the Conſul ſpeaks. _ 7 
Mah. From Hwniniba/T come With you; to treat. 
Fer Fortune half the frighted World 2 15 8 
The Grace which för his Spies you did Aka = & J 
He thanks yol för; but, with his $\wo 4 lar 
He who ne'er yet à Pazle wind Mich . | 
Since War is'to hd nerf upſhot come, ne 
ow, Would hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's Doom. 
Scip. "Tis granted; where's the Plaee t ay 
22 Mah. On Zama's Pllin, 
Ref. datended only with five hundred Men 3. 


\ 5 Soon: 


u 


Sopboniidu; „ 


eee 1 
| Expect the Terror of your Armies there. | [Exit | 
Seip. Wou'd it were 4 * the great Decifian made 3. 

| nnn Ae 


Enter Trebellius. 


Treb. Laurels, and all ihe Trophics Conqueſt yields, 
Colcurs and Standards, bopht mic Bod Fin Y 
King Maſini/a does to Scipio ſend, 17 
His godlike Maſter, and his warlike Friend. | 

Scip. Rel in Be th Pre of his Arms 8 

| Treb. Soon as King & ex heard our dread Alarms, | 
He ſent ſome Troops gf; Horſe abroad to ſcout, 

Which were by equal nmber put to rout. 

Urg'd with Deſpair, and by his charming Wife, 8 


75 { 


Whoſe Beguty bas been fatal to his Life, 

He came in Berben 1 Shes o end the Strife. 

Our Battels join'd, and 9 was 7 4 | 
Till to the laſt Extreams roops were brought; 
When Mafia more than Man appear d, © 


And with his overflowing Valour clear'd 
| Thoſe mighty Odds, which firſt our Soldiers fear d. 
Scip. Some wondrous AR of Fortitude was ſhown, f 
Which could reſettle Troops half overthrown. | F 
Treb. Where'er our General turn d, Death mark's 1 I by 
And whom he ey d, with his cold Arrow firook ; (Lock, I ſt 
Like ſome vaſt Flame he made his glorious Way, Wh 
_ all about him Deſolation lay. 
phax whoſe Name he made to nenn refound, | 5 


— his eget in both the Armies View : 
Which ſeen, with one Conſent the Soldiers fled, 

As I all Hopes were with their Monarch dead. 

$cip. Cirta ſhould after fuch a Loſs, in courſe, 

Surrender to the * Force. 


eb. 


- Hannibal's Overthrow. 


Treb. It did, Great Sir : To Mae now | 
. The graveſt Lords with willing Homage bow z 
5 Where, as I did amongſt the Foremoſt ride, 
= "Twas wiſh'd the Queen 32 rove the Victors Bride. 
Scip. I rather ſt not Conqueſt boaſt, 
And that the 3 the Battel 
To Cirta, Lelins, inſtantly repair, 
And make that ſubtle Queen our Priſoner: 
If Maſiniſſa ſhould o expe you 
'Tis my Command, — you n b. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomiledr, 


Han. My Reoſalinda freed, and in my Tent? 
But wherefore was that Stranger with her ſent ? 
Thou haſt a Tempeſt rais'd within my Mind; 
Speak, was this Youth. ſo fair, ſhe ſo kind? 
Bom. Your Roſalinda's Beauty did appear 
Bright as Noon-day ; all piercing, ſprightly clear ; 
But he who led her ſeem d fo ſoft and young, 
As if that Pity handed Love along ; 
And Tears did ſo his bluſhing Checks adorn, 
Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn. 
Han. Ceaſe thy unwelcome Praiſe ; what did ſhe ſay? | 
Bom. 'That ſhe wou'd there for your Appearance. ak ; 
I bow'd and went, and being curious grown, 
I ſoop'd a while to mark that Fair unknown: 
When ſhe with Lnguiſhing Intreaties ſaid, 
Is this your Love? ſhall I not be obey'd ?: * 
Be gone, be gone ;, if Hannibal ſhould come, _— 
And but inſpect, Death: were a certain Doom. a 
| Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate ;. with Ravens * 7 
be” Thy Tale at Midnight to the Dying tell: | 
. Ob it has pierc d me like a poiſon d Dart, 
qt Which by degrees infects the Blood and Heart 
And now. it higher mounts, divides my Head, 
Where like a Plague its pointed Venoms ſpread, 
My Brain ten thouſand various Tortures turn 3 
Now Agues chill me, and now Fevers burn. 


rel. B6 _ 


E * Sopkionh 1 N 


Oh — ! hen ungrateful Mid, | 


Enter Rofalinda, and Malina.” 


Rof. Why did you ſtay? If you did ever tov: | 

Let Maſe be jure you, from this Place remove. 
ermit me, as your menial Servant ſtay, 

And near your Perſon ſigh my Life away: 
Is that ſo much? 

Roſ. It cannot, muſt not be, 
That you ſhould idly ſpend your Hours with me : 
| You, like the golden Planet of the Da | 
Should, as as you riſe all glorious, ſet gays. 
A gen' rous Pity does my Heart ſubdue, 
Which bids you now eternally adieu. 

Mafſ. Say, your Difdain——Alas! how can I part? 
Methinks 1 go as if I had no Heart: 
But ſince you are reſolv'd it muſt be ſo, 
Near to ſome murm'ring Brook I'll lay me down; 
Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 
My Tears ſhall ſwell em up that I will drown. 


Enter Hannibal, Bomilcar, Aſper. 


Ref. Maſfna, ſlay ; ; 1 ſtricth charge you live. 
_ Han. Not Heav'n nor Earth can grant him a Reprieve, 
Since Hanxibal has vow'd that he ſhall die: 
Bomilcar bind him, bind him inſtantly. 
- Falſe Reſalinda !——Bear him from my ſight, 
And ſhade his Beauties with Eternal Night. 

Is it for this at laſt we meet again? | 
Wou'd you had flill the Conſul's Captive been. 
Ro/. Oh Hannibal! can you reſiſt my Tears? 
What Change is this your ſtormy Temper weats?. 

He ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 
Tis I commañd you; dare you difobey ? 


Am I for lofs of Glory thus'repaid ? 
But let's my Pavilion lead ; _ .. Soap. hats 
That Raviſhe! at my Hopes ſhall ble:  [Zxeunt: 


ket FA , — 


A 


Oz \ ,,j J 2.) > 6 = 


<4 
- 


aunt 


irt? 


eprieve, 


Hannibal Sed. 


Han. eee hes her P 2 
Pull off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear. gt 1 1 
With Fetters fret bis ſoft and ſupple Skin: 75 cada 
Too light e Sin. een. WI 

as away. 1 

Ro/. If RY/alihdi yet has any ee = 
Left in that cruel, yet renowned H | 
This Stranger's Freedom inſtantly 9 4 5 | f 
And you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. ; 

Han. How dar'| thou plead for == falſe as you wet: * 

Falſer, if poſſible, than thou art fair: 2 
In his Behalf no Interceflion make, 0 Te 
His Torments ſhall be doubled for thy fake: eme 

Ry. Hencefarth wrong'd Innocence from Courts re. 
Thou beſt, but rare Companion of the Great: (treat, - 
Since thus abus'd, ah i” il him no. more, - v* 
But reſt thy Sorrows at ſome Shepherd's Door. 

Han. Oh Guilt! canſt thou to Iunocence appeal, 

Who to this Youth ſach Kindneſs didft IT 

Ro. If Pity Kindneſs be, I was moſt kind, 1 

Who all'my Softneſs to his Griefs refign'd: . > 
f 


And what but Marble Hearts cou'd ſee him mourn, 
Yet ſo much Sweetnefs withſuch Sorrows ſcorn ? 

Han. Pity, like yours, that does ſo ſwiftly move, j 
Is the Fore-runner of approaching Love. _ 

Ref. Unworthy of the Honour you poffeſs ; 1} 
My Paſſion's wy wou'd I cou'd make it leſs: 8 4 
Know, moſt njuſt and Jealous, therefore vain 3 
For Jealouſy's great Weakneſs in great Men. . 
My conſtant Soul did for thy Glory wave, 1 
The Rich, the Voung, the Beautiful and Bre: 
My Charms the eold and temp'rate Conſut feſc, * 
Whilt Beauty's Beams did fiercely on him Play: L 
The Froſt which.long kad bound his Heart, . 
And Love like un For thaw'd his Ice away. 

Han. Your Looks methinks have quite another Air; 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try'd, RH 
So faint Love's Colours in our Face appear 85 — A 
Like Silks that lofe their: lofs by being dy'd. 2x 


= - = % * 
— . — — 
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| 


| 1 which I ſtood almoſt Immortal Man, 
Till Love let fall a Blow, that made me reel, 
| _ pointed. Beauty through my Armour ran. 


' Soplvnitba; , . 


227 That Sci this Prince, 3 
Ts cn nothing on my Heart l s 
Is as Heav'ns high not juth true; Lo 


— -enptbte 2 


Han. Alas! Ir 
If Hannibal ſhou'd but inſpect, 


Ne Compal, ors Lov To ot ome | 


And yield him fie noche ul's Hands: 3 
Without Delays or murm' ring free him. ſtrait: Of 
Or may your Laurels never more be green, 


Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, ; Ar 


Nor Ro/alinda but with Frowns be ſeen, Ne 
Han. Stay, Madam Haſte, the Cap tive Prince un- 
My Heart to others rough, the Soldier's Crime, (bind: 
1 or ſtubborn Oaks to Wind, | 
anne” as thoſe muſt yield to Time: 
emper, harden d with the Steel, 


Forgive my 


ou forgive the Rudeneſs of m Mind? 


Forego your Jealouſy, and III be kind.. 1 

Enter Maſica unbound. @ 

| | 

Fav. May a rafti Man, 'd: Prince, your Pink 

' Maf. No, Sir, my Pardon you ſhall never. (crave? | 

| | For know I hate thee on a double Score, Hl 

Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow's.. He 

Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, Ar 

Should bluſh to be diſhonour'd ſo agen; 

Fall, die, diſpatch, to Fortune“ bow, 

Thy royal Uncle would not own thee now. Sec 

| Life proffer d with the World I. mou d not takes. | Al 

| Yet I could live for Reſalinde's i fake; | 1 

Speak Hannibal, wilt thou thy ſhare reſignn? — 


Ro/. He may, but I can never part with. mine. 


k * How, never ?: 


Ref. 


Ry. 


Hannibal Qvertbror 
Ry. Never. | as ink 
2 O unkind hard Heart! | F 
Love when he ſhot me, ſure miſtook his Dart, 
Or chang'd with Death, e any deſtroying Shaft 
Tus drinks my Blood, thus with a full 3 
| | 1 
Noſ. Hold, cruel Prince ! the Dagger from him wreſt. 
Han. Too late, alas! I drew it from his Breaft. 
Ref. e | 
Maſ. ry Toa, y drain'd 1 | 
Of that ſick Blood, which Hannibal had ſtain d: 
What leſs than Death could I to Honour give? 
And Love neglected charg'd me not to live. 
Now you may take him, take him to you all,. 
This cruel,” haughty, happy Hannibal. 
Han. The bus'neſs of our Life's a ſenſeleſs Thing; 
Why burns th” ambitious Man to be a King? 
Or to what purpoſe does the Warriar call. 


For Arms? or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall ? - 
Sport for the Gbds, they whirl us here and there, 
As =_ blow watry Bubbles in the Air.. 
My Help! | 
Mafſ. Ah!. let me not be touch'd by thee,. 
If Foes capable of Pity. be. = | 
Your Roſalinda ſeize, and. with. her fly 'Þ. 
To golden Beds; embraee her faſt, while I $ 
Within my dark and duſty Dungeon lie. 15 —— 

Han. Crouds of ill-boding Thoughts my Soul diſmay, 
His Body to the Roman Camp convey, 2 
Hears'd in a mourning Chariot ſoftly tread, . 
And look ſo ſad that they mani think you dead. > 10 

| 2 | 1150 bear off the Bady. 

Ro. This your Suſpicion of my Honour was: 
See the Effects where Jealouſy's the Caufe.. 
Ah cruel Victor, I cou'd curſe thee now; 
With all thy Laurels blaſted on thy Brow. 
Love ſickens with this Deed, my Tranſports fade, 
Would we were both in Earth's low Cavern laid ; 

Curtain d 


Wa er mma 


Curtain'd with ſhady Horrors, e the un 0 
And Stars their fiery Courſes ele E 
But all the Buſineſs "ofthe Won RY 1 5 - 0 1 2 
3 F 
Hi: Oh-that my Heat her ne Gk Sach 225 
Know to what Good or Il]. this Life's deſign d. 
Prudence againſt ſuch Knowledge may vier 
But who of all Mankind was always wiſe ß 
For the great Secret to the Gods Tl _ IE: 1 
And if they fail me, fathom for't ll 
"Tho? hid by Fate under a thouſand Rocky.” 
And drag it up by che dark jetty Locks. 
Let it as ghaſtly as a Gorgon come, 
Stiff with the View, I will out-gaze 11 Doom. tbr. 


5 E N E the City of Cirta. 


Enter King Wadi ard 8 Prnipets} 2 
| 4 tofty March. 


K. Mal. Was ever Vier ſo fwiſtly wan 
We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town: 


a 4 


K. Maſ. — the Palace bid our F nid n | 
Where Sophoni/ba does her Loſſes mourn. 28 

We'll viſit that forſworn illuſtrions Fair, 

To let her fee how. uncbncern'd ve are. 


Mex. Since you have promi d that you will forfake,, $ 
Why ſhould your Virtue needleſs Tri MALET- e 
Love, tho” ſcarce warm, within your Boſom pent, 0 
Fann'd with her kindling Sighs, may get a Vent: Ext 
Like Heat which fifled in ſome cloſer fpace, h 


If any Air gets in, fires all the place: NOT ne 


Hannibit's Oberthfote: 


Has Air, or its wing'd Rangers, Liberty? 
Looſe like the Wind, as the wide Ocean fler, 
My enlarge d Soul rolls wantonly 1 


Braving her Eyes, her Falſhood III upbraid, 
For thofe rude Wrongs ſhe on my Virtue laid. 


T humbly offer'd what you may refuſe. 


For ſhe has Words would make the Cruel weep. 
And Charms as powerful as Circe's Wiles, | 
As raviſh'd Virgins Sighs, or Infants Smiles. 


Exit, 


Maugre the Cunning which her Sorrow wears, ' 
Her Hopes will laugh at, and deſpiſe her Fears. 


2 + fin 
Mayo, 


S C E N E The Palace.” « 
Enter Sophoniſta, Rezambe, and Merna. _ 


Methinks I'm ſtill a Queen while this is mine. 
Tho” Maſiniſſa has the King o'erthrown, 


ind his victorious Troops poſſeſß the Townz 
et Sephoniſba is, and ſhall be free, 
._-- [White of the frighted Senators Decree. 
n hey. bluſh toſee this Life ſo glorious ſhine, | 
un, nd fear their Eagles Eyes ſhould dazzl'd be mich mine. 


erna, if I have ought. — thee deſerv d, 
Be grateful thus, and thou haſt nobly ery: de 
Mer. Not for the World. 

Seph. Rezambe, thou art braye, _ 

Strike, and the Carthaginian Glory fave : 

ow will the Juft, the Valiant, and the Wiſe, 
Extol thy Virtue and thy Courage prize? 

ho durſt the Softneſs of thy Sex forego, 
nd free thy Country with one deſp'rate Blow ; 


| Mol. \ Deed that will e' en Hannibal out-do. 


K. Ma. Dar ſt thou ſuſpect? I fay, it cannot bes 


Can — unmov'd the n Lo ek $ fi * 


But I more blind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, | 


"> 


* 
x 
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Men. Your Majefty beſt knows what's fit to chuſe 3 


K. Maſ. Perhaps my 17 Rage I may not keep; 
. 


LE. aud. 


Saph. Rome and the World againſt my Life combines - 


Rev. 


42 . Sophoniſba , a, 
Rez. Rather than I would live to ſee thoſe Hands, - 
Which Kings have kiſs d, fetter d with Roman Bands, 
That like a Pageant Wretch adorn'd, 

Gracing the ViRtor's Wheels your Greatneſs ſcorn d 
. by all that's good, LS 


Fd bathe this Dagger in your Life's . Nen 
Till the Haft reek d with you your Heart' * 
Soph. O thou moſt noble martial Mai 
- e Eyes my Soul could be e 
hou wouldſt believe what cannot be expreſs'd, 
Hom dear thou art to Sophoniſba's Breaſt. 
Thy Voice like ſad, but pleafing Muſick flew z 
Like dying Swans, twas ſweet and fatal too. 
Now ſtrike, and bravely act thy tragick part; 
Juſt here, ſtrike thro? and thro' this wretched Heart. 
Rez. Death's ourlaſt Remedy, as tis the worſt : 
F "Tis fit you try the Victors Mercy firſt. 
Prince Maſin;/2 lov'd you once; who knows 
| But the fame Paſſion in his Boſom ? 
Blow it into a Flame, try all your Charms; 
Love laughs at brandiſh'd Swords and glitt'ring Arms. 
Mer. Never was Man like Mafſini//a kind, 
Nature mild, — amorouſly inclin d. 
vanquiſh'd Syphax dying fell ſo LPs 
As this is charm'd ince will to your Beauty bow. 
Rex. Imputed Treachery you — to clear 3 
Let Guylt ſhrink back, and Innocence appear: 
II hide the Ponyard in my Robe; if he 
Dooms you Slave, this gives you Liberty. 
Soph. When breach of Faith join'd Hearts does diſengage, 
The ealmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt 
He thinks me falſe, tho” I have — 3 true; 
J And thinking ſo, what may his Fury do? 
18 Rez. His Trumpets Clangors make the Palace ring; 
| Here wait your Fate, and this victerious King. 


Euter King Maſſiniſſa, Menander, Attendants. 


K. Ma/. Madam, I come to tell you that you are 
No more a Queen, but Priſoner of War. _ 


| 


— 


43 
N * 


HannibaP's Querthrow. 
he King, whoſe Loſs 'tis probable you grieve, 
o whoſe lov'd Memory thoſe Tears you give, 
For Judgment is to Heay'n's Tribunal gone, 
\nd now I come to claim my Father's 1 Throne. 
ou in the War have been unfortunate; 
Not but your Cauſe deſerv'd a better Fate. 

Soph. Of Empire's Joys to you a Gift I make, 
More willingly than I 60 ever take. 
Freely as ever e made it mine, 


„ — 


o Maſiniſſa Crown reſign. (ſpiſe: 
K. Maſ. Not your Gift Crowns I ſhould then de- 
But as my Right by 


th and Valour's Prize, 
My Father Calle Diadem I'll bear, 8 
and all the Royalties of Cirta wear. | 
Soph. Theſe Springs of Grief Unkindneſs now ſupplies. 
K. Ma/. Syphax delerv'd that Tribute from your Eyes. 
Soph. There is a Cauſe more worthy of theſe Tears. | 
K. Maſ. More worthy ! what, than Syphaæ for your 
Did he not Fame and Empire Victims make, (fake 
iving Love over-meaſure, when at laſt 
5k. If oat 1 Gake night kindly be 2— 
Soph. If vy e t recely 
1 can never be believ'd. N 
il we Things ; O God, i it clear Day ? | 
you ſay. 
Not — At Thar barn 110d | 
Shall dare to doubt the Oracles you tell? 
$-ph. I will, when Sorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak 3 
But ſure my Heart muſt with Unkindneſs break. 

K. Ma. Tis poſſible ; yet, Madam, cer I go, 
een for I have much to do: T 
y Men I have not plac'd ; my Father's Throne 
— filld 3 I muſt, I muſt be gone. 
ander, do we triumph? 

Men. Bravely, Sir . 
ll like your ſelf, and more than Conqueror 

Rez. Merna, we're loſt: for with a baughty Scorn. 
e turns away, and ſmiles to ſee her mourn,” 

Soph. Are you not Maſiniſſa call'd? 


18 3 


* 
2 


K. N 


44+ -Sophoniſda , 

R. Maſ. Lam: 

Soph, Have you'not heard of $ 
She who es our high Diſdain endures; 
Yet Sopboniſbu, w 

K. Maſ. Oh Heavens! 


And never found that there were Joys in Power. 
K. M/. 
That Angel fair. and lov'd Ea e'er ſhe fell. 
Oh; Sepboniſßsa, hadſt thou but a Mind 
Half beauteous as the Caſe where tis enſhrinꝰ 
Thou wert ut ſhe. is dangero as to N 


Menander help 
Or I ſhall ſink in the Abyſs of Thought, | 

- My Vows, my Friendſhip, / Glory, all forgot: 
As when we launch into the Sea, the Land 


Men. Be gone, my Lord, 


Men. Still 
And now he 


there's ſome Hopes, 
es her with/akindling 


Look: 


there. . 
K. Maſ. Yes, Madam, thisis Me „ 
I am (to thy Confuſion be it know 
Aw Grave with Sorrow? over grown. 
With rooted" Cares and every baneful Weed, 


Like a tall Tree I bloſſom 11 in the Air; 

My chearful Friends lixe Birds about me ſung, 

Free from the Charms of thy deceitful Tongue, 

And ripening Hopes bloomin 1 around me hung; 

Till thou, fair Murd'reſe, did 

And blaſted Bloſſoms, Branches, Root and all. 
Soph. O, Maſiniſſa, hear I thi from thee? 


Or any here hy, Madam, not from me ? 


was ent your d. — * 5 


' Saph. Whom waſting Cares did all the Day ans 
Who watch'd all Night, counting each tedious Hour: 


My Reaſon's ſnatch'd by my tempeſtuous . 


That niglitiy Watchings and pale Troubles breed,” 
Once I was free from theſe, and Sauri air, 


like Lightning fal, 8 


K. Maſ. Tis equally a Fruth from him or me, 


niſl Name? al 


=; 


Ha ! Sophoniſbat! yes, I knew her ne 


(Strand. 
Goes backward, with the Trees, and all the neighb'risg 
you're ruin d if you ſtay. 

K. Ma/. What, from the vanquiſſi d ſhall we run 
fince at her Name he 
hook, 
Rex. With that laſt Glarice en, Love thor him 


away; 


But 


- >» — > 


— M19 >— t&© 
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But 


| G | 48 
But if my Preſence-ſhould a Trauble prove, ; 
I will for ever from your Sight remove. 3 I 


Soph. Stay, 'Maſſiniſa, ay, my Life, my Foul: 
Why do your Eyes with ſuch ſtrange Motion ol? 
Your Fury in this Heart that loves you hideG. 

K. N. Where does the Searcher of the Soul reſide, 
Who thro' blind Tracks finds out a Woman's Heart? 

Lo here's à Bar, a Stop to all his Art: 1 


Who would not ſwear that * Love is true? 


Spb. Do I not love you? by che Gods I do.. 
K. Maſ. Oh thou mbler; Once this — have 
But all — practisd Wiles at laſt — known. (done; 


Juſt ſo ſne talk'd, and ſo ſhe wept before, 
And with that beauteous honeſt Look ſhe ſwore. 
Gods! if I ſtay, I ſhall believe again; 


Farewel, thou greatelt Pleaſure, greateſt Pain. A 

Saph By all your Loves, this cannot, muſt not be; 
Thoſe cruel Wards could not be meant ta me 
To me, who love. you with a Heart entirc, 7 
A Flame more laſting than the Veltal's Fire: f 
To me, who am indeed all one Deſire. 


Ah, Prince, thy Love is all my Light and Health, 


The Treaſure I would hoard, my __ Wealth; 
Take not that from me. | 

K. Maſ. Tis but vain Delay. 

$:7h. Unkindly urg d; why: do you turn 5 [Knaths 
You ſhall not go till you have left me dead. f 
My Tears till now-were. never vainly ſhed. 
O hear my Sighs, my Vows, ye Pow'rs above, 
If any Pow'r like me could ever love: e 
Let looſe your Fires, and thaw his frozen Heart; 

And thou, dread God. of Love, try every Dart. | 
You ſha' not ſtir. I echt. 
K. Maſ. What means this rifing Flood ? 1 
 $9ph. Nature will ſtart at ſuch Ingratitude; 

Revenge on after Ages this Diſgrace, 
And only Monſters make of human Race: 
Inhuman thou. 

K. M/. She ſhall not; yet ſhe ſhall: 


She graſps my Heart, and cries, ſhe'll have 1 it all. 5 
| 'Tis 


8 


ee or, 


"Tis ſo, eee 
Angels I ſee, and Gods are dancing there. 
Riſe, Madam, riſe ; each Sigh, each ſoftning Glance, 
Lulls my bud Wrongs; I'm huſh'd and in a Trance. 

Men. His Sighs flow from him with ſo ſtrong a Gale, 
As if his Soul would thro' his Lips exhale. 

Soph. Cou'd you be thus? on your poor Miſtreſs frown] 
1 ault, alas ! what 1 And 

othing ; why nothing; only this thou art, 
Fog my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and Heart ; 

My Hands leaſt thrilling Touch does pleaſe above 
The very Act of any other Love. 
Gods, how ſhe charms! none ſure was e' er like thee ; 
Nor wild as I ; Storms borrow Rage of me, 
But thou art ſoft, and ſweet, and filent all, 
As Births of Roſes, or as Bloſſoms fall. 


$opb. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will fade \ 
When planted by your Hand in Death's cold Shade. ( 
1 mm - By nine! Not Savages would harm thy | 
reaſt; / 
On whoſe refreſhing Pillows Jer might reſt, : I 
And with immortal Sweets be ever bleſt. B 
So fair, tis well thou art not faithful too R 
I could not bear my Bliſs if thou wert true. T 
Soph. Think me not falſe, tho* I did Shan wed, 7 
Who ever was a Stranger to my Bed. 
Forc'd by my Father's poſitive 8 3 
I muſt confeſs I fuffer'd hi him my Hand: Y 
Heaven curfe me if I ever granted more ; O 
Cou'd I be his, having been yours before.? 
K. Ma,. Why do you ſtop? Still as a Statue low 
I ſtand, nor ſhall the Wind preſume to blow. T. 
Speak, and it ſhall be Night: not one ſhall dare N. 
To ſigh, tho' on the Rack he tortur'd were, At 
Nor for his Soul whiſper a dying Prayer. Le 
Soph. Make your Love long, and let it burn leſs faſt: W. 
Theſe ſudden Raptures are too hot to laſt. Bu 
K. Ma/. Right, Madam; long if we ſuch Joys ſhou Te 
'The furious Tranſports of Delight would kill. (ech Te 
Spi 


Menard She 


Hannibal: Overthrow. 
Menander to the Temple lead away, : 
By my clear Fame this is our Day. . 

Soph. Your Fame does far above all 6 
Free from the Taunts of lo,] Wit. | 
Kings tho* they err, .ſhould never be arraign'd; 
But if L yield, my Glory will be ftain'd. 4 
What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, | | 
Who marry'd the fame Day her Huſband died? 1 

K. Ma/. Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy, 

It muſt be ſo upon Neceſſit); 
Who yet will not moleſt you, being mine. 

Soph. Then to the Gods let me my Breath refign.. | 
K. Maſ. Can you conſent, — than be my Wiſe, 
To hazard Honour, Liberty, and Life ? 

Soph. But, Si. ; 

K. Maſ. But, Madam, ſay what you can ſay, 4 
You ought not, muſt not, and 1 | 
One Minute more caſts both our Lives away. 1 

Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and ache fame; 1 


And tho' the World this Act may juſtly blame, 
Iwill be yours, and in that way you name: 
But firſt by all the Gods and Glory ſwear, - I 
Rather than yield me up Rome's Priſoner, 8 
That you * fatal Token will preſent, f 1 
To free me from inglorious Puniſhment. 
K. A/. I fwear by Heav'n, by Glory, and by Arms, | 
By ſomething more, by your own conqu ring Charms, 
You ſhall be ever from the Romans _— - 
Or I by Death will give 3 
Soph Now lead me where you pleaſe. 
K. Maſ. A Taſte of Bliſs: 
The God of Marriage ſeal our Vows with this: To Ber. 
Nectar, and Flames, the Sweets of Hibla grow, 
About her Lips ambroſial Odours flow. 
Let melancholy Monarchs Counſel take, 
Wed by Advice, and ſullen Nuptials make; | 
But I prefer what thus my Arms infold, 5 14 


To all the Wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, - 
To Rocks of Diamond, or to Hills of Gold. 

Spite of proud Rome, and all her haughty Mien, 
She was my — and ſhall be my Queen. TONE: 


From yonder Battlement of Heav'n 


Purſues em thro' long Tracks of Air; 
He puts their General to rout, 
- And drives them like a Storm about. 


Her Shrine with Fat of Thouſands ſtuff, 


, 
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Bellona's Temple. 


An Altar is foown, with a Soldier hing. _ 1 
all but his Head: Aglave, Cumana, „ Lal. wy 2 
on 4 Tripos, with Daggers in - their 2 
Cenſers in their N. 

. N E R we our ſolemn Ritesbegin, 
The ſacred Cavern purge from Sin: 
on About the dreadful Altar go; | 


about it Incantations blow. 
Sy Cum. The dire Oblation huge dri 


And wich his Blood our Temples ſtain. le 
he Screech-Owl warns us with her Note, \n 
Strike your Dagger in his Throat ; 1 4 Vi 
Gaſh him deep. and ſuck his Blood. —_—_ 
Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a Shroud. Fa 
Agla. Riſe, ye ſulph'rous ier ariſe, Nit 
Conſume the baleful Sacrifice ; - Wii ding 
That of his Aſhes we may tale 
And clotted Cinders with em rake, 
And Viands for Bella make. 


Cum. Our Goddeſs ſmil'd: "Tis done, tis s done; 
The Romans have the Battle wone. 


I faw the Carthaginians driv'n. | 
They fly, rang) — Conſul there N 


Agla. Our Goddeſs ſhall have Death enough; 


With 


Hannibals Overthrow. a9 
ith gory Heads her Altar fill * 1 | | 
And Tuns of Blood upon em ſpill. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, 


Cum. But lo, who comes, what, what are theſe, 
hat pry into our Myſteries? g 


heir Buſineſs know, I'll come anon; 

he Fit of Prophecy's come on. 

Dur Goddeſs does the Tunnel wind 

And ſacred Horrors {wel my Mind. [Exit. 
Agla. What are you? and what is it you would know? 

Han. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foes 

ho after many Battels loſt and won, 

Reſolve to periſh, or my Conqueſt crown. 

One Day the World's great Empire muſt decide: 5 


But, what the Gods and that great Day provide, 
e wiſh to know, who dare the worſt abide. 
Agla. Cumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 
ler Breaſt enlarg'd, the Goddeſs now receives 
and now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, 

Vith Furies acted, rends the holy Veil: 

all of the Deity, about ſhe roams, | 
dtares, gapes, and on the hallow'd Curtain foams 3 
uts her hot Fleſh, grovels upon the Ground, 
dings, dances, kicks the golden Tripods round. 


8 


Enter Cumana ſeratching ber Face, fiabbing a Dagger | 
into her Arms; Spirits following her, 


Sings. 
beneath the Poplar's Shadow lay me, 
o raging Fires will there diſmay me: 
ear ſome Silver Current lying, | - 
nder ſleepy Poppies dying. 

ſwell and am bigger than Typhon ter was 3 
Vith a firong Band of Braſs, O bind me about, 
my Body ſhould burſt, for the Secret to paſs, 
Ind a Vent being given, the Fury get aut. 
Vol. III, C 


3 


] rantel 


Speak, ſpeak, Ag/ave ; I'll be gone, 5 | 


„And ſweet refreſhing Slumbers taſte 


r — 
| | Sophoniſba 5 
| - «arnot, I will not be vext any longer. 1 

While I rage I grow weak, and the Goddeſs grows frongy, 


| She ſpeaks. 

If Hannibal to Zama t $4 A 
His Valour Scipio ſhall commend ; Gc 
And near Bagrada, on the Plain, De 
There ſhall be thouſand Romans ſlain. 
Thou with thy old 1talian Band * 
Shalt put the Conſul to a Stand. 41 
| A Or 

| Sings. Mot 
Hark, hark, the Drums rattle, Let 
Dub a dub to the Battle; May 
Tarara, tarara, the Trumpets too rattle. We 
Now, now they come on, and pell-mell they mingle. 4 
Nhat rufling and buſiling ; May 


And Splinters of Lances with braken Arms jingle, 
Gold Trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Bucklers u Do r 


Daggers; | Like 

The ſtout Man flies on, and the faint- bearied flaggers. hey 

| | bro 

Cee, the Saddle-Girts burſt, Or da 
And the General's unborſt; ill u 
But herallies 4", Turns 
And brings p his Men, Bon 
Sprte of — and Fate, nd y 
And the Gods that qppoſe, | Mal 
He backs, and he hews, Ind u 
Thro the Hearts of his Foes. et he 

| d rat] 

| Ceaſe, Goddeſs, ceaſe thy Servant to torment; Han 
My Lungs are with prophetick Fury ſpent. e wil 
The ſtruggling Fates within my Boſom turn, ill you 
And heavenly Fires my trembling Heart-ſtrings burn. Wt your 
When will thy Godhead let me reſt, ho' fre 
Too mighty for a mortal Breaſt? he Mc 
Agla. Cumana, to a Period haſte ; : ho' wi 


You ſhall have Eaſe when you have done, athom 
Upon the Borders of the Moon. 


Hannibal's Overtbrow: Fr 


A Dance of Spirits, 


Cum. Lo, afar off the curſt Bitbynian Band, 
A poiſon'd General rules upon the Sand. 
Gods! how he ſwells! how bloated is his Look ! 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took. [Exit. 
Han. Shall Romans fall by Carthaginians Swords, 
And Carthage ſink ? what mean theſe myſtick Words? 
A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tell; | 
Or 2 white Witch, without the Aid of Hell. 
More I mult know; ſpeak NReſalinda's Doom: 
Let all the Loſſes of a Battel come, 
May Scipio in the Duſt our Glory foil, 
We'll bear the Frowns of Mars, if Cupid ſmile. 

Agla. Too curious Mortal, ſeek not what once known 
May ſnatch your Sleep, and make you ever groan. 

our Fate crouds back, and would not come in view 
Do not too far th* unwilling Gods purſue : 
Like one who raſhly dares give Spirits chaſe, 
hey fly awhile to ſome dark ruin'd Place, 
hro' Caverns run, thro! Cloiſters dog him round, 
Or dance before him over fairy Ground; 
ill urg d too far, a Face all pale and fad 
Turns quick upon him, and the Fool runs mad. 
Bom. Let's go, my Lord; Iam not us d to fear, 
nd yet methinks I dread to tarry here. | 

Mah. Heaps of the Slain I often have beheld, 
Ind with my Battle-ax have hundreds fell'd ; 
et here I'm ſhaken, th' Objects too funeſt, 
d rather ſee a Javelin at my Breaſt. 

Han. Aglave, by your Goddeſs Arms I ſwear, 
Ve will not from the ſacred Cavern ſtir, 
ill you have clear d my Doubts; tho? every Star 
burn. t your dread Call ſtart from his flaming Sphere; 
ho from her Orb, . cloſe mantled in a Cloud, © 
he Moon flide down to wander in this Wood, 
ho with your Charms the Sun diſſolve in Blood: 
athom the Depth of Deſtiny below, | 
d all the Terrors of your Magick ſhow. 
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Agla. Beneath thoſe burden'd Branches ſtand, 
Safe from the Spirit I command. 
Ariſe, appear, thou whom his Soul does love, 
His Heart with viſionary Horrors move. 


7 Roſalinda riſes in a Chair, pale, with a Wound on he 
__ 3 two Cupids deſcend, and hang pin b 
wer ber. 


Han. Shall Roſalinda then untimely die? Ent 

Tis falſe, and all theſe damn'd Deceivers lye. 
Facing thy Fate, with my own Sword T'll ſtand, $ 
Back'd with my conqu”ring old Italian Band, | L 
With. the ſame haughty Fierceneſs ruſhing on, For 
Which my Saguntines City thunder'd down ; IN. 
Like Troy's young Hero; Not 
Who, w le the World about him did admire, Like 
His Father bore thro Night, Death, Blood and Fire, But i 
Spite of oppoſing Hell, and War's worſt Arms, — 
nd 


So I will bear my Love upon my Arms. 
Bom. To Horle, my Lord; and leave this curſed Place: Like 


Let's go and inſtantly the Conſul face. Se; 

| Mah. No more, in this damn'd Sorcereſs ande ; Rathe 
Permit my Sword her Body to divide: Le 
Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, With 
And her black Brains upon the Altar ſhed. Whiel 
Han. We'll go, Maherbal ; with to-morrow's Dawn, I Forget 
On the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawn. The c 
Yet for ſome Minutes Battel ſhall decline; In ſho: 
We'll ſee this Conſul &er our Bodies join; In vie 


And if on equal 'Terms a Peace may be, 
For Carthage fake I'll court my Enemy. 
Bom. *Tis juſt you ſhould Deliberation take, 
With Caution deal, and manage the laſt Stake. 
Mah. Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt play; 
At leaſt come off a Saver if you 
. Han. But like S9/s Offspring, ſwelld with 1 
He to the Management of all aſpires; * 
Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, 
Alone would rule the Heaven, and drive the Day. 


— — —— — — — 


Hannibal's Overthrow. 53. 
Like that indulgent God, I'll firſt adviſe ; | 
Shew him the Tracks thro” which Ambition flies: 

If deaf to all, let him aſcend the Throne, 

Snatching at Glories which muſt weigh him down; 

Like Joe we'll toſs him from his gliſt'ring Chair, 

Sing'd in the Clouds, hifling thro” liquid Air, 

And dart him headlong like a falling Star. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter Scipio, meeting Lælius diſarm d; Varro, Trebellius. 


Scip. Lælius return'd and fad ! tell the Event. 
Lal. Too late, my Lord, I was to Cirta ſent 
For e'er ſome thouſand Paees got from hence, 
I Maſjiniſa met, that wretched Prince; 
Not as I us'd, arm'd with a Warriour's Grace, 
Like Mars when thundring on the Plains of Thrace, 
5 But in a Chariot drawn by milk-white Steeds, =. 
| Like ſoft Adonis driving thro? the Meads, 
And Soph on iſba leaning on his Breaſt. 
| Place MY ike Venus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt. 
Scip. Are theſe his Vows? Some new way we muſt try; 11 
2 : Rather than live diſhonour'd, he ſhall die. | | 
Lel. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o'erthrown, | 
With Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town; | 
Which enter'd, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, 8 


awn, I Forgetting all his Vows, he lov'd anew, 

The conquer'd did the Conqueror ſubdue. 

In ſhort, her Tears, and Beauty won ſo far, 

In view of all the World he married her. 

They are arriv'd, and now upon the Plain, 

In a Pavilion Royal doremain. ; E 
Scip. Trebellius, go, this ſubtle Charmer bring: 
ake all our Guards t'afliſt againſt the King; 

And ſay that we'll attend him in his Tent, 

But firſt expect the Queen be Priſoner ſent : 

Tell him ſhe is the Romans Foe; and ſhall 

A Sacrifice for Blood of Thouſands fall. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


C 3. | Enter 


Sophoniſba; or, 
Enter King Maſſiniſſa, Sophoniſba. 


K. Ma/. Let him arm all his Pow'r againſt this Breaſt, 
My Heart unmov'd ſhall ſtand the mighty Teſt. 
What I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſt; 
I'll hold thee to me as my Heart-ſtrings faſt. | 
Thou Soul of Love! all charming Excellence a 


Whoſe very Looks drives ſtormy Troubles hence, 
Does all the Bleſſings of the Gods diſpenſe. 
Why doſt thou tremble? let not ſaucy Fear, 
Make thy Heart pant, or cauſe thee ſhed a Tear. 
Seph. Alas, my Lord, twere better I were dead, 
In my cold Grave, fafe from theſe Troubles laid; 
Rather ten thouſand Racks let me endure, 
Than once be brought into the Roman Pow'r. 
Tis true, that you have deeply ſworn you would 
Defend me. © 
K. Maſ. To my Heart's laſt drop of Blood; 
Or may I by ſome Coward mangled lie, 
And*Dogs and Vultures tear me as I die. | 
'The Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd Young, 
Midſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins ruſh along: 
The Clown, ſo low and ignorant of Fame, 
Will venture Life to ſave his ſwarthy Dame: 
And ſhall not I for thee waſte all this Blood, 
Thou ſofteſt Bleſſing, and the ſweeteſt Good? 
Soph. I know not what the Gods for you intend ; 


But tis moſt certain I am near my End: 


Not that Death's darkeſt Horror I can fear ; 
But Bondage is a Load I cannot bear. 

K. Ma/. Quit all thoſe Fancies that diſturb thy Reſt, 
And caſt thy Melancholy on this Breaſt. | 
This Heart is ever thine. 

Soph. O my lov'd Lord; ? 38 
If you ſhould break but you will keep your Word, 
Keep all your Oaths ; yet Heaven and you know beſt, 
Some ſurfeit with their Love, as on a Feaſt, = 
And then they loath when once they're ſatiated ; 
But you'll remember me when I am dead. 


From 


— 


elt, 


From 


Hannibal? Overthrow. &o»x. 
From theſe dear Eyes to endleſs Shades remoy'd, 
None e'er will love you ſure as I havelov'd. 


Enter Trebellius. 


Treb. Guards wait without. My Lord you. muſt res 
The Queen, whom J have Orders to confine.  (fign 
K. Maſ. Touch her not for thy Life, but ſtreight retire, 
Safer thou may'ſt with Thunder play, kiſs Fire, 
Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invade, - 
With all his fatal purple Pomp array d. 
[Trebellius goes to ſeize her, Maſſiniſſa kills Bin. 
Tres, Cut off in my full Growth! curſe on your Strife; 
To die thus, when I Buſineſs had for Life. | 
Juſt Scipio will revenge my Death, beware; 8 
I feel I'm going, tho” I know not where. [Dies. 
K. Ne Nought but thy Blood cou'd waſh thy Guilt 
What durſt the Rancour of thy Heart diſplay, (away, 
And fully with rude Hands the faireſt Piece 
That the Gods ever drew ? Your Troubles ceaſe : 
I'm in; and now no Hope of Safety's nigh, 
Yet ſtill a King, we will attended die. 
Like a brave Merchant, 
Who when his long-toſs'd loaded Veſſel hits 
Againft ſome Rock, and with loud Horrour ſplits ; 
Firſt graſps one Caſket which does all contain, 
Then fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into. the Main : 
So 1 with thee, my only Wealth, my All, 
Amidſt the num'rous flain at laſt muſt fall. 
The Noiſe comes near: Here ſafe retire from view, 
Glory and Love ſhall teach us what to do. [ Exit Soph 


Enter Scipio, Lælius, Varro, Gzard-. 


Le]. Trebellius ſlain! and in a Woman's Cauſe! 
Shame to our Arms, Diſgrace to Honour's Laws. 
What Flames of Miſchief from this Spark might riſe? 
Tis juſt with Rigour you his Fault chaſtiſe. _ 
Seip. Yet Maſſiniſa, thou ſhalt dearly buy 
Thy ill-got Love, and fatal Gallantry : 3 
N C 4 | Eurt 
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56 Sophoniſba; r, 
Curl on in wanton Ways, baſk in her Charms, 
By Mars ſhe is a Victim to our Arms. BF 


King Maſſiniſſa meets him. 


EK. Maſ Your high Diſpleaſure in your Face I ſpy : 
When the great Scipio frowns great Danger's nigh. 
The Fact I muſt confeſs, done in defence 
Of Beauty wrong'd, and helpleſs Innocence. | 

Scip Where is that fair Incendiary fled ; 
F'er to extremeſt Rigour we proceed, 
I ſtrictly charge thee bring her forth to bleed; 
Or on thy Perſon I will Vengeance take, 
And thou ſhalt periſh for thy Mittreſs' ſake. 

K. Maß. With greedy Joy I offer you my Life, 
If by the Gods you'll ſwear to free my Wife. 

Scip. You ſhall not for her ſake have leave to die, 
Nor will I give her Life or Liberty. ; 
For Rome, not for your ſake this War was wag, 

You only as a Voluntier engag'd : | 
Therefore whatever Towns or Captives fall 
Into your hands, they are the Romans all. 

K. Ma/. Then thus I draw; think it not Inſolence, 

For it's not meant, Sir, in my own Defence, 
But to preſerve a ſacred Innocence.  - 

From their bright Thrones perhaps the Geds will glide, 

And range themſelves in Battel on my fide; _ 

Beneath a Cauſe ſo juſt I cannot fall, 

I and the Gods will fight it with you all. 

Scip. Thou deemſt thy Luſt an Action great and good; 
Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood. 

With me contending againſt Fate you ſtrive, 
Vet Iwill Pity ſhew ; take him alive. 5 

K. Maſ. Inglorioufly you have a Conqueſt made, 

That Breaſt my tim'rous Arm durſt not invade. 
My Heart, tho' prompted by her pow'rful Charms, 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms.- 

Nor ſhall you yet my Soul's-lov'd Treaſure reach, 
My Body thus dams up the narrow Breach: 

And he who dares | 


; 


— — 


aſh'y 


 Hannibal's Overtirow. 
Raſhly on this forbidden Earth to tread, 
IIl graſp his Soul, Dll ſpurn him tothe Dead, 


Trumpets within, enter Nie. 
Scip. Wins means this mournful Noiſe, hoſe tragic 


With ſolemn Horror does my We. confound? 
Men. O ſacred Sir! 


Sip. What, Soldier, all in Tears? | vi 8 

Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe Mourner nom appears; 
The Prince Maſina ſlain: See blaſted there, 
The Hopes you lov'd, the darling of the War. 
That beauteous Captive who with you did treat, 


He to the Carthaginian Camp did wait: 


Where Hannibal of 's Beauty jealous grown, 
Caſt him in Bands ;: but hes bh Birth was known, 
As ſoon unbound ; but then Deſpair did move; 
Deſpair of Glory, and Deſpair of Love: 
Which when the Royal Youth had raſhly weigh'd, 
And Fate with murm'ring Thoughts awhile delay'd z- 
A Ponyard from his Robe unmark'd he took, 
And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ſtrook. 
Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event! 
Yet, Maſfiniſ/a, wilt thou not repent? | (47 
Behold the Pledge you left, for your default, 
By Heaven's high Juſtice to Perdition brought. 
K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and durſt live} 
Yet will I not one Tear to Nature give; 
Leſt Bankrupt-like I laviſh what's not mine, 
Since all my. ſtock of Sorrow, Love, 1s thine. 
Seip. Remove the Prince's Body from his Sight, 
Leſt too much Grief ſhould to Diſtraction fright. 
Yet if thou'lt bring her forth, we will forget 
This daring Raſhneſs which is Paſſion's heat; 
Thy Glory too with Laurels we'll advance, | | 
And with yn Praiſe thy valiant Acts inhance : | | 
Thy Pile of Honour this right Hand ſhall _ 
Why doſt thou weep ? 
K. A Becauſe I dare not yield: 
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No, Sir, my Love I never can betray, _ 9 
Tho' you have touch d me in the nobleſt- way) 
Scip. Canſt thou both Promiſes and Threats refuſe ? 
K. Ma/. Death, or what's worſe, you only bid me chuſe. 
Scip. Bring forth thy Love, and Life thou ſhalt enjoy. 
K. Maſ. Is that a Life ? Your purpoſe act; deſtroy: 
Turn all your Javelins Points againſt this Breaſt ; 
But let it not of Love be diſpoſſeſt. | 3:4 
Scip. Muſt I, who can command, thus vainly ſue? 


| 5 


R. Maſ. My ſtubhorn Heart Death only can ſubdue. 


+ | Scip.: Then take that Death which you ſo little dread. 
| © / Enter Sophoniſha. 


Sepb. Stay, Tyrant, hold; firſt thou ſhalt ſtrike me dead: 
Come on, with thy brave Sword rip up my Breaſt, 
And fix my panting Heart on thy proud Creſt z 
There let it hang, thy Valour's Trophy grown, 

S To all the wondring World let it be ſhown: 

That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore, 

While all the Brave admire the Conqueror: 

A Conqueror ſo great, with one ſole Blow, 

He cou d even Hercules himſelf out-do. 

O Heavens! he durſt attempt, (what ſhall I fay ? 

What Worts his Heart's fierce Grandeur can diſplay 7) 

In heat of Blood he durſt a Woman ſlay ! . 

rip. When Ladies rail, a Soldier ſhould be mute: 

Beides, I have no Leiſure to diſpute. | 

As Helen did to Troy Perdition bring, 

Where' er you come, your Eyes Deſtruction fling. 

When will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cloy'd ? 

Two Kings you have like that fair Greek deſtroy d: 

Spite of your Pride, you ſhall to Rome be led; 

And there, for all your Witcherafts, loſe your Head. 

. Soph. On with thy Threats, thy violent courſe purſue ; 

Enjoy thy bloody Wiſhes, Tyger, do; 

Barbarian, for in Rome thou wert not born ; 

By ſuch a Wretch her Glories are not worn, 

Unleſs when dreſt up to be ſacrific'd: 

- To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz d. | 
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But O my Friend, break this inglorious Chain, 7 
And ſet your Heart from that curſt Charmer free. [Exip.. | 
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Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Fleſh thy Food, 


And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queen's Blood, 


EK. Maſ. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire. 

Add not freſh Fuel to the dying Fire. | 
Sapb. To you, and Heaven, my Heart muſt. ever bow j: 
Conſul, with thee I am not angry now. 

Scip. Obſerve, ungovern'd Prince, with how much eaſe: 
This Royal Foe we, if we would, might. ſeize; | 
Yet, on your Promiſe that he ſhall not go,, 

Till we the Fate of War at Zana know, 
V/e will permit her in your Tent remain. 


| 


Contrive ſome means to keep your Faith with me; 


K. Maſ. O rigid Honour, muſt we ſep'rate then! 
Loſe all the Sweets of Life to purchaſe Pain! 

Men. If ſhe were dead, your Glory were ſecure. + 

K. Maſ. But could I then this wretched Life endure ® 
Without her live ? It's fatal to refuſe, +4 
And Glory ruins me if Love I chuſe. 
What help, Menander ? + | 

Men. "Tis the Sport of Heav'h, £ 
When Ships on Rocks are in the Harbour driv'n: 
Having through: thouſand ſtormy Dangers paſt, . 
In proſpect of your Bliſs, you're wrack'd at laſt; 

K. Maſ. Like one, who having ſcap'd the Waves, 

arrives : 

To ſome lone Rock, and:there more wretched lives ; 
Half famiſh'd, on the rugged Flint he ſtands, | 
Viewing with watry Eyes the diſtant Strande, | 
And palt his Call, Men walking on the Lands: | 
With Sighs he ſwells the Wind.; and looking round. 
Mourns his ſad Choice, or to be. ſtarv'd or drown'd. | 
[ Exeunt 


A 


ATT YT STESE;0- 
Enter Hannibal and Scipio. | 


ordain'd, 
That J. who have ſuch dreadful Battels gain'd, 
That, Torrent like, which from ſome Mountain falls, 
Ran from the cloudy Alps to Rome's proud Walls, 
Shou'd now at laſt for Peace inglorious ſue 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen you 
To reap that Honour by this Interview. 
| Seip. In civil Praiſe, and from ſo brave a Foe, 
True Courage does a Senſe of Pleaſure ſhow : 
Thy Words inſpire me with ſuch vaſt Delight, 
*T'will ſcarce be more to vanquiſh thee in Fight. 
Han. Twas much the Gods to our Fore-fathers gave, 
That you ſhould Truly, we Atrict have. 
Our Africt Arms much Roman Blood have ſpilt, 
And Carthage has the Roman Fury felt. 
What ſay'ſt thou, Scipio, is it Peace or War? 
Th' Invaſion made by us we will repair: 
We'll give you Sicily, Sardinia, Spain, 
And 3ll the Iſlands which our Arms did gain 
Twixt Italy and Africk on the Main. 
Thy boiling Courage does to War incline, 
And Glory more than Profit you deſign, 
Such Fortune once did on our Genius ſhine ; 
But long Experience and the Chance of War, 
Makes me at preſent certain Peace prefer, 
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Bp T thou the Chief whom Men fam'd 
83 


* Scipio call? | | 

{3 a Scip. Art thou the much more famous 
N 1 7000 Hannibal : | 
, Since by our partial Fate it is 


; 


14 
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Graff not at Scepters, which may turn to Rods; 


To day is yours, to morrow is the W 
9 That your late n upon Leptis* Coalt, 

Reſtor'd thoſe Hopes which g Carthage Joſt, 

All. muſt confeſs ; we know you are that Man,. 

Whoſe Glory to the utmoſt Thule ran a 

Born in a Winter's Camp, in Battels bred, 

Whilſt yet a Stripling durſt an Army head, 

Whoſe very Name could make the Romans mourn,, 

And forc'd dead Groans from ev'ry hollow Um: 

The boldeſt Senators begun to droop; 

Yet when all fainted, I alone ſlood up, | 

And fac'd that Storm which threaten'd from afar: 

Shot warmth, and roſe upon em like a Star: 

To Africk came, and in few Months retriev d. 

All that your Arms for many Years atchiev d. 

Peace I refuſe, unleſs you o er more; 

You give nought yet but what was ours before. 

Since all the neighbour Kings our Actions eye, 

It reſts at laſt we ſhould our Fortune try; 

Let one victorious be, the other die. 
Han. Gods,. that the glorious Hannibal ſhould: ow 

To be refus'4! It ſhall be Battel now. 

Forgetful Hero, couldſt thou court the Son, 

Twice by whoſe Force his Father was oerthrown? 

Scipio, thou mayſt too late repent thy Pride, 

Ana vainly in thy Death this Fury chide. 

On Fabius think, Rome's Shield, her Guard from harms 

Her Sword, Marcellus, broken by my Arms: 

Remember great Emi/ius ſlain by me; 

And then think laſt what may thy Fortune be, 

Fer yet the Day be done, 

With Seas of Gore we'll drown the neighb'ring Wood, 

And yonder Sun ſhall ſet in Roman Blood. f 
Seip. Prepare to hear thy laſt Alarms. | 
Han. In Battel we ſhall meet; to Arms, to Arms. 

Keen 
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Enter 
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: Enter Roſalinda in Man's Apparel. 


Ref. Thus reſt, and with this warlike Weapon 
What hinders but an Army I lead on? | (drawn, 


© cruel Nature, why did{ thou diſgrace 
So brave a Spirit with a Female Face? 
All Women wou'd, but ſure no Woman can, Fl 
Be chang'd into that lordly Creature Man. 

However with this Garb 1. fit my Mind, 
Whoſe high Ambition has great Things deſign'd : 
I'll ost, and chaſe, if Hannibal ſucceeds ; 

And if he falls, then Ro/a/jndz bleeds. 


Enter Hannibal, Mahenbal; Bomilcar. 


Han. Both Wings are loſt, the Carthaginians yield, 
Fierce Caius Lælius drives them thro” the Field: 
The Gazuls and the Ligurians quit their Ground; 
The Ma/i//ian King does all confound”: | 

With ſuch ſwift Force his Arms our Troops affail, 
As Hurricanes toſs Showers, and ſcatter Hail. 
Bon. Wild as our Elephants, about he raves, 
And tramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves, 

Whoſe ſcouring thro' the Field avoid his Stroke, 
And fly like Flocks of Doves before-a Hawk. | 

Mah. Your valiant old 1ta/ian Troops ſtand faſt, 
\Reſolv'd to fight your Battel to the laſt. 

The conqu'ring Conſul riding o'er the Plain, 
With all his Officers and braveſt Men, 

The Hafati and Triarii, this way comes, , 
With Trumpets ſounding, and with beat of Drums. 

Han. Aufpicious Juno, thou that didſt &er while 
Favour our Cauſe, and on our Carthage ſmile 
Proſper our Arms this bloody dreadful Day, 
And Hannibal ſhall the Foundation lay 
Of ſuch a Temple ſacred to thy Name, 

As ne'er was found in the Records of Fame, [Exeunt.. 
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| | ; 
Enter King Maffiniſſa, Telius. 4 
Wn, Not worthy by ſuch conqu' ring Swords to die. | Gy. 


"Tis time we to the ul ſhould repair, 
Rejoin our Forces, and conclude the Wag, 


S CEN E & Hannibal and Scipio fight» 
ing, the Conſul gives Ground. & 


Ear King Maſſiniſſa and Lzlius, and beat Hannibal „. 


Scip. Gods, what prodigious Valour have you ſent, 
| And what Rewards are worthy to preſent ! x 
© O Mafinifa! - : 
With what impetuous Swiftneſs Fortune's Wheel 
Turn'd with thy Strokes! How did the Valiant reel; 
Lel. As when ſome diſtant Lab'rer hews an Oak, 
We ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecond Stroak, 
E're the firſt Blow's Report can reach our Ear; 
So flagg'd our Senſe ; nor could it reach him there. 
Sip. Th' Italian Troops ſhrunk from his Martial Fire, 
But Hannibal himſelf did laſt retire : | 
All Lion like, 1 ; 
Whom a bold Band of Huntfmen having found, 1 | | 


And dar'd to rouze, he rolls his Eyes around, 
Laſhing his Sides, and tearing up the Ground; 
With Trouble from th' unequal Skirmiſh goes, 
Majeſtick ftalks, and turns upon his Foes; - 
80 from the Fight went the great General, 
Proud in his Loſs, and rifing in his Fall. [Excunt, \. 


Enter Soldiers ſeirmiſhing, Roſalinda falls. | 
Re/. Heav'n thou haſt done thy worſt, there needs > | 


4 


unt,. bold with my Overthrow, I brave thy Pow'r, (more; 
And ſhake the Glaſs that holds my lateſt Hour. 
aler | 3 


Oo Hm. | 


% ei % 
| o Hannibal! did I for this deſign 
This Heart, this Vouth and Beauty only thine F 
Pride and Neglect on every Loverk hurl'd, 

Scorn'd him that conquers thee, and all the World © 
From me, loſt Hero, learn, be great and die: 

The Brave ſhould bleed for loſs of Victor. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. Carthage is loſt, and Hannibal o *erthrown ;: 
What is there leſt that we may call our own? . ' 
The bleeding World Rome does by Conqueſt dogged 
And ſwells the Prize with our revolted 
Vet fpite of Fate our length of Earth we ws; ; 

Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory ſhrowd, thee in a Grave. 

Bon. Hold; General; the Gods your Death forbid ;; 
Vengeance is due, firſt let falſe 4 bleed, 

Who cut the Wings of Conqueſt till ſhe fell. 

Mah. By me he ſhall be headlong ſent to Hell, 
Where Fiends for Treaſon kindle double Fire ; 

Then let the famous Hannibal expire. 

Raſ. Sure I the Name of Hannibal did hear; 


* Maherbal, tell me, is the General there? 


Mah. Approach, my Lord, view well. this wounded 
Sufe in your Capuan Miſtreſs I have ſeen (Fair: 
The ſame majeſtick. Air, and charming Mein. 

Han. Hal- thou haſt rouz'd a Thought that racks me 
'Than all the Loſſes I in Battel bore. | (more 
Either I dream, or in this cloſing Eye 
My dazzled Senſes Ro/alinda ſpy. | 

Roſ. Where do th' ambitious reſt? O Hannibal. 

Han. What art, that doſt upon the wretched call ? 

Ro/. One that's more wretched, and more raſh than 
That would to Fate, and not to Scipio bow. (thou, 
Diſguis'd, and dying Reſalinda ſee, TE 
Who mourns in Death thy Loſs of Victory: 

'That laſt Diſgrace. 
Han. Dire Goddeſs, of this War, 
Too true J find all thy Preſages are, 
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The Gods bave giv'n a double Overthrow ; 
Wou'd I had bravely periſh'd by my Boe, 
Stretch'd in the Field, this Loſs I had not known, 
Nor ſhould my tortur'd Soul thy Ruin moan. = 
Rof. Is it © hard our Wiſhes to obtain? 
Sad Hearts with bleeding loſe Love's burning Pain. 
Han. O dying Fair, look up, revive awhile ; 
With one ſhort Joy eternal Care beguile: 
The ſetting Sun, all curtain'd round by Night, 
At his Departure gives a larger Light. 
Ro}. Flow faſter Blood; it will not be, I fear, 
The Wound's too ſmall, Death cannot enter here: 
But ſhall I ſtay behind when Honour's fled? - 
Han. Live, and PF ll raiſe that Honour from the dead. 
Ro/. Renown runs on, like Time, but ne'er turns back. 
Han. Then we that ſwift Renown will overtake: 
We'll haſte where Glory baits, to every Hold, 
And mount new Fame till we out-ftrip the oll. 
Roſ. Dear Hannibal, alas! I wiſſv I cou'd: | 
But 'twilt not bez Life trembling takes the Flood, 
Till well nigh ſwallow'd up in Waves of Blood. 
The Romak Glory ſhines too fatal bright, 
And with its gathering Luſtre dims my Sight: 
Eternally adieu: My Body take, 
Chaſte and entire I kept it for your ſake: 7 
Tis the leaſt Preſent that I now can make. i 
| [Dies. 


Han. For ever gone! All her ſweet Stock of Breath | 


| 


Spent in one Sigh ; the Riot of rich Death. 


Now by my Arms the Gods too partial are, 
Or elſe they envy'd my full Trade of War; 
Which cou'd fo vaſt a State of Beauty buy, 
As far ſurpaſs d the Manors of the Sky. 
Dead Reſalinda 
Bom. Raiſe you from the Ground, 
And let not Love your Virtue's Force confound x 
Where is that Heat and haughty Courage gone, 
Which againſt Nature's Lets your Troops led on? 
Mab. Think you for nought the Gods ſuch Valour gave 
You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms —_ * 


Bury'd in Thought, and deaf to Honour's Call, 
Your Soul beneath her mighty pitch does fall. 

Han. Maberbal, no; aſtoniſh'd thou ſhalt be; 
We dare be brave in Spite of Deſtiny. N 
Tho? robb'd of all the Riches Love cou'd give, 
And ſtript of Glory too, yet will we live: 
Courage is form'd of the Etherial Mold, 
And round it Bands of Adamant are roll'd. 
To this ſtill haughty Breaſt ſuch Fire is given, 
T could the Summons meet of Hell or Heaven: 
Could, like the great eternal Mover, ſway 
The World in Arms, and teach him to obey. 


T iwas noble Grief that lately chang'd my Form, 


But I am ruffled now into a Storm. 
Bom. Your Miſtreſs Body hence we will convey, 


And in ſome hallow'd Vault her Relicks lay. 


Mah. Like Pilgrims once a Year we'll mourning go, 
And on her Urn fad Yew with Cypreſs throw, | 
And all our Stocks of Tears and Sighs beſtow. 

. Han. For ever, brighteſt of thy Kind, farewel, 
Who wert too worthy, therefore early fell. 
As the young Phenix does, in ſacred Myrrh, 


His Father's Duſt to the Sun's Temple bear, 
So in Fame's Houſes ſhalt thou honour'd be, 


And every God ſhall have a Grain of thee. wag 


©, Mab. Since Glory ſhe with her laſt Breath prof: 


May wiſh'd Dominion widen all your Breaſt. 

Han Haſte, haſte, Maherbai, and freſh Levies make; 
Honour that did but now calm Slumbers take, | 
Shall like the Ocean in a Tempeſt wake : 

We'll paſs new 4/ps, new Conſuls overthrow, 
To Rome with far more dreadful Armies go; 
Forcing the Appian and Emilian way, 
To the Saburra we'll purſue the Fray; 
Nor ſtop till Ro/a/inda's Statue, crown'd, 
Sits in the Capitol with Gods enthron d. 

7 | [Exeunt. 
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Enter Scipio, King Maſini Lzlius, . 


Seip. I grieve, brave Prince, fo often to deny; 
She muſt a Captive be, or we muſt die 
K. Maſ. I know ſhe muſt, if you will have it fo; 
But Pardon may be granted to a Foe: 
O ſpare her then; as you would be forgiven. | 
At your laſt Hour, when you prepare for Heaven. 
Scip. Learn to aſk Bleſſings; thoſe you ſhall not want; 
This is a Curſe, which I can never grant. 
Like one, who in a burning Fever lies, 
And begs for Water, if he drinks, he dies: 
I like a wiſe Phyſician, thwart your Will, 
And vanquiſh your Diſtemper with my Skill. 
K. Maſ. For the Gods fake, for Friendſhip, Glory, Love, 
By all that's good below, or bleſt above, 
Let not at laſt my well-taught Courage droop ; 
Break not the Heart, which you have foſter'd up. 
Oh Sophoni/ba ! Give her to my Prayers, 
To theſe faſt riſing Sighs, and falling Tears: 
No other Crown I aſk as Valour's due, | 
For all that I have done, or all that I ſhall do. 
Lo, at your Knees behold a Monarch fall ; 
Yet more, your Friend, and then J have ſaid all. 
Scip. Let not your Paſſion Royalty degrade ; 
Riſe, valiant Prince, I've thought of what you ſaid; 
And as your Friend, my Temper cannot keep, 
Mourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep ? 
Curſe Roman Tyranny, and wiſh you were 
For ever join'd with that unhappy Fair. 
K. Ma/. O you 1 | 
Saß. Maſiniſſa, fta 
You only heard what F friendſhip bid me fay : 
But as Rome's Conſul, and the Lord of . 
I now command you never ſee her more, 
Unleſs the View to her may fatal be; 
This is my laſt immutable — 


K. Ma/. Is your feign'd Pity come to this? your Tears: | 
"21er than thoſe which Ægygt's Monſter wears 72“. 
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| ure Rome ! barb' rous are all thy Laws 5 


Men, The Queen muſt die. 
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ve I for this, in thy accurſed Cauſe, 


Starv'd Life, by laviſhing her precious Food, 


My Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood, . 

Fought t ll I Rampiers made of Bodies round ; | 

So mark'd with Fate, that I appear'd'one Wound, 

Yet rais'd thy bleeding Eagles from the Ground ? 

 Scip. Think no more on't 3 her Memory forget. 
K. Maſ. Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out; yet 


In every ſmalleſt Particle of me, 


You ſhall the Form of Sophyniſba ſee: 
All like my Soul, and all in ev'ry Part; 
„Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart. 
Scip. Lelius, ſecure the Queen. 
K. Maſ. Stay, Lelius, ſtay ; | 
T've done, my Lord, and will your Power obey: 
The Queen {hall die, on a King's Word ſhe ſhall ; 
She muſt a Victim for the Empire fall. | 
How am I now? 
Scip. For Sapboniſba's Loſs, 
Your Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs. 
For your late Gallantry at Zana ſhown, 


Kind Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 
_ Salutes you King. Now all your Griefs defy ; 


F Thus we embrace thee as our brave Ally, 


Give your Grief Truce: thus prais d and thus adorn'd, 
Let all the Beauties of the Earth be ſeorn'd. Exit. 
K. Maſ. Scorn'd be your Glory more, and Roman Pride; 


While I in Winding-ſheets embrace my Bride. 


For *tis decreed: that we muſt never part, 


Weill be one Spirit, as we are now one Heart: 


Born in a Cloud, in View of Fate Fll lie; 

And preſs her Soul, while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. 
Men. My Lord, If you would hear. 

K. Maf. What canſt thou fay? 

Nen. Reaſon's a Rebel when high Paſſions ſway. 


Traverſe the glitt'ring Chambers of the Sky, d 


Kiftru me to be greatly falſe, or true. 
K. Maf. 


K. MI. And ſuch art thou; yet ſpeak, what ſhall I do? 
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Hannibaf : Overthrow, "bg 
K. Ma.. Ha ! muſt? no more. pipe» 
Men. She to the Gods is given, or Reman Power. 
K. Maſ. Neither; ſhe ſhall not die, nor ſhall ſhe live 

The Romans Slave; Pll give her a Reprieve. _ 
Men. But how? | 
K. Maſ. Why thus: Pll kill my ſelf, kill thee, 

Rome, Cat all the World; and then ſhe ſhall live free. 
Men. Glory or Beauty *tis ordain'd you loſe. | 
K. Maſ. O Rome! © Heaven! both equally my rost | 

Was ever Heart thus miſerably torn ? 

Were ever Woes like mine ſo calmly born? 

From the Contagion of my Troubles take 

As much as might the Spring a Winter make, 

Freeze the hot Blood of a crown'd Conquerour, 

Damp the wiſh'd Joys of a'young bridal Pair ; 

Yet then I ſhall have more than Man can bear. 


" Men. When Virtue thus oppreſs d Mankind does ſee, © 


What fearful dreaming Fool will pious be ? 
Martyrs no more ſhall Racks or Flames require, 4 
Nor dying wiſh ; but only Life defire, - F 2 
To murder Prieſts, and Temples ſet on fire. 
K. Maſ. Why, ye immortal Gods, is all this care? 
Why do you drive your Creatures to deſpair ? 
Had I upon my Throne fat King of Fears, 
The Orphans wrong'd, or drunk the Widow's Tears 3 
Had I brav'd Heay*n by ſome outrageous Sin, 
For theſe Afflictions there had reaſon been: 
But *tis all well, I no Injuſtice have; 
The Gods but take the Being which Whey gave. 
Menander, haſte, two Bowls with Poiſon fill ; * 
And, when I call, like Fate, come forth and kill, - 
Men. 'Tis a dread Deed to which you urge my Hand. 
K. Maſ. 1t's glorious too, diſpute not my Command. 
Men. I'll not preſume to fathom your deep Thought; 
But ſtraight your Will ſhall by your Slave be wrought. 
F Exit. 
K. Maſ. Love and Ambition have their utmoſt 4 | 
*T was Love allur'd, Ambition led me on. | 
Like a raſh Boy, who a ſteep Mountain climbs, 
Big with brave Oe of reaching Heav'n betimes, 
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Soph. The Conſul is return'd with Conqueſt crown'd ; 
Triumphant Voices rend the echoing Ground, 
And to the Heay'ns the Trumpets Cl 
Yet I no News of Mania hear: 
Should he be ſlain, which I with Reaſon fear, 

Il Moſt loſt of Women, deſperate, undone, * | 
- What could'ſ thou do? what Gods couldſt thou atone ? 
| Abhor'd, thou muſt to angry Rome repair, | 


„%  Sophoniſbaz on, | 
"He puffs and blows, and mighty Pains he takes, 
Plies all his Strength, and much ado he makes; 
But having reach'd the Top, he views aloof 
The fancy'd Heav'n, and all the painted Roof; 
So did Ambition draw me with a Wile, 
And fleeting Love my tow'ring Hopes beguile. 


Enter Sophoniſba, 


And all the 'Cruelties of Bondage bear. 


No, Sephoniſba, think what thou haſt been, 
The Miſtreſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen, 
If thou muſt fall, bravely reſign thy Breath, 


And be above the Romans in thy Death. 


2x Enter King Maſiniſſa. 
| Oh my lov'd Lord ! are you then come at laſt ? 


Are you alive? and do I hold you faſt? 


K. Ma/. Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than 
The —_— , and the gentleſt Wife ! 
So great oriows, Emperors envy thee ; 
2 pr that the G { 
ſent thee here, but as an Angel Scout, 

a ſhort light'ning view, to gaze and out: 
Torments of Hell, and Racks of Deſtiny ! 
Thou muſt, Oh that I live to ſpeak it! die. 


And art ſo 
Th 
With 


ods envy me, 


angors ſound ; 


[Exit 
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- Soph. Bleſt Sound ! we ſhall not then to Rome be led; 


But folemn Triumphs have in Honour's Bed. 
This laſt Alarm my drooping Spirits chears, 

As when the Warriour his lov'd Trumpet hears, 
| begins to warm apace, 
And boils, and fluſhes in his kindling, Face, 
And much he longs to ftrive in Glory's Race, 


His martial Blood 


| 


Speak 


At. 
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speak Death again, my Guard and ſure Defence; 


It bears a mighty Sound, and mighty Senſe. 


K. Maſ. O keep thee there, now while thy Virtues glow, 
And dart Divinity, P'll give the Blow, 43 
Come forth, Menander, with thoſe fatal Bowls, 

Whoſe Juice, tho? it the Body's Force controuls, 
Revives the Mind, and flakes the "Thirſt of Souls. 


Enter Menander, with two Bowls, 


Give me the Draught. | | 
Sopb. What means my Royal Love? | 
K. Maſ. By your bright ſelf, by all the Pow'rs above, 

No Angels Eloquence my Soul ſhall move. L 

To die with thee, and thy. dear Honour fave; | 

What greater Glory could th* Ambitious have? { 

'Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. 

Not but that in the Agonies of Breath, | 

I tremble when I think upon thy Deatg. 
S-ph. Thou beſt of Men, whoſe Fame where'er it flies, 

Shall draw up bleeding Hearts, and weeping Eyes, | 

Let not your Soul tremble for me; for I 

Can fear no Torment, but to ſee you die. | 
K. Ma/. Then cheerfully let's go: here's to my Love, 

And to onr meeting with the Bleſt above. [Drinks 
S-ph. Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand does ſhake, 

Or the freſh ſpringing Blood my Lips forſake; j 

Undaunted to my Lips the Draught I lift, | 

'Tis to my Lord, this is his Nuptial 1 [Drinks. 
K. Maſ. Menander, faithful ConfideM, farewel, 

Haſte, and our Story to the Conſul tell. 

On thy Allegiance go without Reply, 


Thou ſhouldK rejoice to ſee me bravely die. [Exit Men. 


How fares my only Love? my firſt, laſt Dear 

The Sweets of thoufand Springs-are blowing here. 

All in thy Sighs ! | 

Soph. Ah ! give your Kindneſs o'er, 

Or we fhall live and feel the Ramax Pow'r. 

Methought Death touch'd me with a chilling Pain; 

But your warm Kiſſes ſhot thro' every Vein 1 

A kinder Heat, and kindled Life again. 
| K. Map. 
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Behholding two ſuch royal Lovers {lain ? 


| E : CC —_——— 


K. Ma.. Thus let us · launclr into Eternity: 

Sink in Death's bottomleſs and boundleſs Sea? 

Like drowning Friends, link'd in Embraces-faſt, 

Our Arms, Love's Nets, about each other caſt. 
Soph. What could long Life, or Empire give like this! 
K. Maſ. Thy Love is Empire and eternal Bliſs. 
Soph. I go, where ſhall we meet ? | [ Din 
K. Ma/. The Gods can tell; | 

_ Heaven's Peace, and golden Slumbers with thee dwell. [ Dia 


Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 
Men. See there, great Sir, th* Effects of your raſh Doon; 


The Victims you have offer'd up to Rome. 
Lel. What cruel Eyes could Pity here refrain, 


Scip. Theſe unexpected Objects ſo amaze 

My Reaſon, I could ever on em gaze. 

| Since thou, moſt great and lovely Prince, art dead, 
War's Marches Scipio ſhall no longer tread : 

With Carthage Peace we'll inſtantly conclude, 

Which, hadſt thou liv'd, our Arms might have ſubdu'd; 
To Rome our drooping Eagle then ſhall ſteer, 

Where after tireſome Honours, we'll re 

To ſome {mall Village, Lelius, thou and I, 

And ſtudy not to live, but how to die. 


Ts ak 
þ 24 Ag 
Le ba **+ 
as 1 
\ * 4 
| c 
2 


—ͤ— —— — . — —— — 


| 


| 


2 
1 


/ 
* M.. f 
\ : . 
8 n 
Uh . —— + 
— = — — 
1 222 — 
— * - 
— TL p 
- 4 . 99 0 
Ai 9) - TE 3 
Nn g* 
0 * 
1 
* Ain! 
. . 


„ 


2 — — — — — o. 


— 


7 
— — 
a 
4 +1 
' N 
' 
| 8 
* * 16 
7 
2 ; 
' Ts 


* 


*// 


— 
- FEST” 
% ae ©» v4 44 i 


| A 
_ 
, O 
Wy 
. L - 
; L 
i VB 
XA | 
* 
3 | 
mY 


5 


A 0 n ' 


— 2 . 
— — 1 20 
4 — 9 * 

: - 7 * 
% „ 5 


— 
— 


> 


* 


— —— — 


o * , 
17 
„ „. 
* 
4 
1 * 


— 
— ————— 
= re — "_ 


a wo = 


—— — — 


N E R 0. 


Emperor of Rome, 


— — 
— 
— 


TRAGEDY, 
Acted at the 
THEATRE - ROYAL | 


B Y 


His Majzsry's Servants. | 


By NATHANAEL Le#, Gent. 


LONDON: 


Printed for W. FeALts at Rowe' 8 Head __ 

ns St. Clement's Church in the Strand; A. WEr- . 

SS  LNncToNn at the Dolphin and Crown without 

| Temple-Bar; J. WELLINGTON, A. BETTEsS- | 
WORTH and F. Cray, in Truſt for B. WE Ls 
LINGTON., M DCC xxxiv. 


To the Right Honourable 
The Earl of Rocheſter. 


My Lord, 
OE Ts for the moſt part of 
their Dedications miſs of their 
Deſign, which ſhould be to 
Px pleaſe that Honourable Perſon, 
Ira whoſe Protection they defire, 
For what Pleaſure can a noble Spirit, whoſe 
Ingenuity equals its Height, receive from an 
exorbitant Praiſe and ill-tim'd Applauſe? 
Not that the ſevereſt Cynick ſhould ſnarl at 
juſt Commendations and due Encomiums; 
ſuch as the Epiſtle of Horace to Auguſtus, 
Pliny's Panegyrick to Trajan; which ſort of 
ponder'd Eloquence ought to be as grateful 
to a brave and elevated Minds as Adorations 
to the Deity. My Buſineſs waving Inſinua- 
tion, is to pray, not praiſe 3 and I hope, I 
ſhall appear leſs troubleſome to your Lord- 
ſhip under the Form of a Beggar, than that 
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DEDICATION. 

of a Flatterer. Your Protection and F avour 
is implor'd by this humble Supplicant in the 
| behalf of a civil Tyrant, at leaf one whom [ 
have ſo repreſented, and for which I have 
been ſufficiently cenſur d, perhaps unjuſtly 
enough; fince tis not impoſſible for a Man 
to love and hate, to be brave and bad. From 
the Criticks, whoſe Fury I dread, thoſe Kill- 
men, and more than Fews, I appeal to your 
Lordſhip, as the Saint did to Cæſar: To you, 
whoſe Judgment vies remark with your Gran- 
dure, who are as abſolutely Lord of Wit, as 
thoſe Prevaricators are its Slaves: To you, 
who by excellent Reading and Converſation 
with the pleafantly Wiſe, have juſtly limited 
| the mighty Sallies of an over-flowing Fancy ; 
' whoſe Sayings aſtoniſh the Cenſorious, and 
' whoſe Writings are ſo exactly ingenious, 
Princes treaſure them in their Memory as 
_—_ divine. This is ſo far from Flattery 
and Untruth, that it appears rather an im- 
pertinent kind of aſſerting what every Man 
knows; as if 1 ſhould gravely tell the Werld 
| *tis Day at Noon: Which I had rather ano- 
ther ſhould be ſmil'd at for, than he who is in 


n Truth and loweſt Humility, 

| My Lord, 
Your Loh moſt Humble | 
LIL IH, 591% and Obedient Servant, 
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1 Spoken by Mr. HAINES. 
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n- OO D Plays, and pere Senſe as ſearce are grown, 
28 As civil Women in this damn'd leud Town. 

u, Plain Senſe is deſpicable as plain Clothes, 

on 4s Engliſh Hats, Bone- lace, or woollen Hyſe. 


ed 'Tis your briſe Fool That is your Man of Note; 
Yonder be goes, in the embroider'd Coat: 
* Such wenching yes and Hands fo prone is rufe 
The genteel Fling, the Trip and madiſÞ Shuffle; 
Salt foul and flame, as gay as any Prince: 
Thus Taggs and Silit mate up your. Men of Senſe. 
Ty Pm told that ſome are preſent here to Day, 
Who &re they ſee reſolve to damm this Play, 
lan $9 much we'd Intereſt with AN ature ſway. 
But Ladies, you we hope, will prove more civil, 
ho- And charm theſe Wits that dama beyond the Devil ; 
8 1 Then let each Critick kere, all Hell inherit, | 
Yau have Attraftions that can lay a Spirit. 
A oody fatal Play youll ſee tos Night, 
ivew to God, t has put me in a Fright. 
The meaneſt Waiter buffs, looks big, and firuts, 
Gives Breaft a Blow, then Hand on Hilt be puts; 
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»8 PROLOGUE. 

Ii a fine Age, a tearing thund ring Age, 

Pray Flat n this Thund ring dues not crack * Stake: 
"This Play T like not now— -- | IIE: > 
Ang yet for ought 1 know, it may, RENT s NG 
But fti/l I hate this Fighting, Wounds and Bld. - 
Why what the Dtoil Bari I todo with Honour ? © 
Ler Heroes court ber, 1 cry, Pox upon her; | 
All Tragedies i Gad ta me ſound odly, r'E H 
1 can n mord be ſerious, than' you godly. © * 
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E p IL 0 G U E. 
Spoken by Mr. HAR RIS. 


OW 4ull, haw grave, and haz e Jef, d | | 
As if ye had acted Love, not taſted Mit. 4 

IWV-hen the Trich dane, like Wine unſtopt ye pall 

Aſter Enjoyment, thus it's with you all. 

Hur modiſb Plays like jaunty Miſſes ſhew'd, 

Be bravely dreſt, high' fiewn, more ne than . * 

Fir Clothes atttact ye more than Flefþ and Bld. 

Like cover'd Viands Beauties hid from Sight, 

Raiſe drooping. Fancy up to new Delight: _ 

Fir you Gallants, ye gay briſt witty Men. 

He knows your killing Trade, your damning ftraing 0 

5 le can as well Wenches and Drink refrain. 
lit faith for my feceet ſake be kind tonight, © © © ©! 

Or may this heavy Curſs upon you tight: "= © 

May each Gallant that has an Aſig nation, | 

Be jilted after. four Hou rs Expectation; 

Or if the maſked Gentlezwoman come, 

Site of long Scar, may ſve be dogg d from home. 

May ye 

Ia Height bf Titillaticn hear a rapping, 

And then the jealous Cuckold take ye napping. 
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| Naw, bad & 1 4 Mk - 
* , Britannicus, true Heir ge the W. 
etronius, Nerds F avourite, = F | 
Otbe, Huſband to Poppea, Mr. V inter ſbal, 
Piſo, her Brother. Mr. Lydall. 
Seneca, Nero's Tutor, Mr. Cartwright, 
= _ ns, as Clark. 
Plautus, 4 C 
Silvius, — Romans _ Mr. PR 
Mirmilon, Mr. Powel. 
FHlapius, Friend to 8 2 Mr. Harris. 
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-/ Poppes, Otho's Wife married to Nero, , Mrs. Morſþal 
{ Agripping, the old Empreſs, Mother Yue, Go 


Nero. 


Oaavia, Nero $ firſt Wile, Siſter of 7 
py 0 e e * 1 * Cox. 
ara, FInc Part ia. Miſtreſs 7 | 
: N of Rritaunicus. e Mrs. Beutel. 
Hana, Peppea's Confident, | Ms. Uptid. 
"- Roman Gladiators 
Caliguld's Ghoſt. | X 1. e | Mr. Griffin. 
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Emperor of ROME. 
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ACTI SCENE T. 

Otho, Sylvius, Cyara, di/guis'd. 


HY doſt thou droop, and hang thy 
penſive Head, * 
As if there were no end of thy Diſtreſs? 
His Sighs more frequent than the Mi- 
29 nutes are; | 
Tears hang upon his Cheeks like Morning Dews 
On Roſes: Yet I cannot blame thy Grief. 
O:ho. Sir, yon amaze me with your fad Relation. 
That fatal Night Prince Alamander fell, hes 
I, and ſome more, were in our General's Tent, .. 
(Great Corbulus he'gcalPd} who with Succeſs, - 
Has often led our gallant. Roman Troops 
Againſt your Parthian Horſe ; as [ remember, 
"Twas Midnight when our Seonts, all pale with Fear, 
: Came, 


\ 
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Came, flying with the News of your Approach: 
Our General undiſturb'd, ſtraĩit gave Command 
That every Captain ſhould his Charge Perform, 
With as much Silence as was poſſible: 
No Drums, no Trumpets ſounded, all was ae 
Order in Whiſpers, was by all receiy d: 
So your Surprize was anſwer'd with Surprize,” 95 
And gain'd Advantage, without Victor ß 
For tis our Cuſtom frequently to leep © © | p 
Whole Nights in Arms, never to reſt ſecure;- e. 
Cya. Our Loſs, indeed, was great; but Oh! that LoG 
Of Loſſes, our dear Prince, ſurpaſies all ! 
For him, our Court now mourns 4 Sorrow, like Night, 
Eternal Night, ſpreads Horror all around? 
All noble Hearts are cover'd with Deſpair 
For our bright Sun muſt never ſhine again. 
Some dawn of Hope we had, he might be here 
A Pris'ner, and unknown; but Fate decrees 
We ſhall not be ſo happy. 
Oth. Sir, wherein _ 
My Service may prove beneficial, 
Or view you any Comfort, pray command it. 
Captives of every ſort, as Time permit, 
II bring before you: if your Eye can read 
A Line, that is your Prince in any Face, 
Examine it to the full, Mean while, be pleas'd 
To take a ſtrict Survey of all the Court, 
The greateſt, and moſt flouriſhing on Earth. 
Syl. So every Tongue reports it; a full Orb 
Of matchlel Glory ry, where your Emperor 
Rules like the Sun, and gives each noble Warmth. 
Oth. Nothing appears, alas, as heretofore ; - 
The Darkneſs of his. horrid Vices have . 
Eclips'd the glimmering Rays of his frail Virtue. 
His Cruettics like Birds of Prey, have pick'd 
All Seeds of Nobleneſs from h's falſe Heart L 
And now it liesa ſad dull lump of Earth, 
Impatient of wiſe Counſel and Reproof. 
To day he dooms his Mother to be ſlain; | 
Siwears, that ſhe plots againſt his Crown, and Life: 


Fon - 


I fall, and beg you would ſome Pity ſhew. 
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Sentence is paſt, 2 N bony.” 


See where ſhe comes. 


* 
| 
3 
- „ q 
- o 
. - . 


[Emperor, Octavia, Bheesen Seeed Drufillus, Piſs 
Plautus: Agrippina, % by two Virgins, all in white, 
a Dagger, and a Bowl! of Poiſon carry'd before. ber: 
Courtiers and Guards following. Britannicus e 


Cya. O Sylvius,” I am loſt! there, there he kneels ; 
My Flames increaſe, my Soul new Paſſions feels. , 
My Flight from Parthia Pll no more Gt 
All was too little for ſo great Reward. 

Ner. To me? 

Plau. Dread Sir, the Prince Britannicus. 

Ner. Say you? | 

Plau. He kneels. 

Ner. Sir, would you ought with me? 

Brit. Not for my ſelf, but for the Qgeen, thus low | 


Caſt from yout Breaſt this rank and pois'nous Hate: 
Alas, how many do repent too late? 
In Acts of Love, Kings are belt underſtood : _ 
Hell makes ſome great; tis God- like to be good. 
It is your Mother 
Oh that that Sacred Name ſhould not avert 
Your Wrath! nor, with its Softneſs melt your Heart! 
Your Mother *tis, whom you command to bleed ; 
What will the cens'ring World think of this Deed? 
Mr. Why, let it think: If Aﬀes bray, muſt I 
Regard? I fay again, that ſhe ſhall die. 
Why is ſhe not to Execution led? . 
She's plotting now. Drufillus, ſee her dead. 
Sene. If for the Guilty we to Heaven may pray, 
Can you the Innocent 
Ner. Old Fool, away. 
Brit. Juſtice is robb'd, his Sword and Scales you move; 
Sweet Mercy ſtarts, and ſtriking flies above, D 
Where, to the Gods, ſuch horrid Tales of you 
She does * as 1722 can ſcarce ge | true: 


By The ee gf Netw. 


Fate trembles, as-the writes em in her Book; 

Ev'n Jens, with Horrorof this Fact, is hook. 

New points his * T'th' Air 

x Dread Lightaing, wi ms intends a War. 
NMer. Let him — 7 my Purpoſe Il maintain, 4 

Tho' he ſhould ſcorching Shgwers6f Sulphur rain, 

The' he ſtood near, 

And from ſome neighbouring Cloud, G hart down * 


Wich freſh Recruits of Men his Arm Pd tire, 
Ant the at laſt ſhould ſpite. of him expire.  , } 
Would he were here, to * the Debate: 
But why with you do I capitulate? obs 
My Word's an Oracle, and ſtands her Fate. 
Osca. Ah Cæſar, if you can thus cruel prove 
To her, and lay aſide all filial Love, W 
What muſt I then expect, who am your Wife, 
But that you ſhortly too ſhould take my Life? 
By all the Pleaſures of our Marriage-bed ———— 
Ner. I ſwear, ſpeak one Word more, and thou art dead. 
Brit. Tyrant, this muſt not be, while * Breath 
Ner. Then thou dy 'ſt too. i 
Brit. Lo, thus I brave my Death, | 
Ner. Ha! does he ſmile of | 
By all the Gods, Tl quickly change your Mirth; 
With my own Hand [I'll cut thee from the . 
Otb. Dread Sir | 
Ner. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence ? | 
Brit. Sir, what I did- was in my own Defence. 
When &er I riſe againſt your ſacred Head ; 
In Thought, may Loads of Thunder 5 me dead. 
You are my Maſter, and Rome's E 5639: 
May you live- long, and make right rap of Pow'r. 
Cya. Guard him, you Gods, and fave his Innocence. 
Ner. So Sir: yet ſhe ſhall die. Go, take her hence. 
OA. Oh, how my tender Heart does ſympathize ! 
Grief ſtrikes me dumb, and-Pity fills my Eyes. 
Agr. Thou ſavage Monſter, Seed of Rocks, more wild, 
More wild than the figrce Tygreſs of her young beguil'd, 


. * Barbarian! who in ſome dark Cave wert bred, 


Made drunk with Poiſon, with Corruption fed, 


Offspring 


Offspring of Hell un Mint: 
Cannot get vent, nor 0 2 
Why was I made ſo ſtrong? Oh my zccuft! 
Grief * up, and yet — . cannot burſt. 
Mr. Why ſhould ſhe: thus in Twas here remain? 
Ing "bo pat der out of Þ ain, 15 
Agr. Ty e boys I ders 1 
And 195 age? — Oh m 
Ha! ſhall I tell it to the World * x | 
And in my Urn let all in Silence lie? 
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lead. 
th. 


My Soul doth ſtruggle with its Load of Woes; 


Woes much more horrid. than thoſe painful Throes, 
My Body felt, when firſt I brought to light 


This curſed Son, now Bafiliſk, to fight. 


Mr. Am I to be obey'd? How you ſtay ? 


Furies and Hell! be gone, take her away. 


Agr. Oh, ſtay awhile, e'er yet I loſe my Breath, 
Hear my laſt Words, more dreadful than my Death. 
Bear me ſome winged God, and fix me high 
On ſome tall Pyramid, that hits the Sky ; - 

Place all the World on the vaſt Rounds below, 

And make my Voice ſo loud, that all may know: 

This Monſter, under Tyrian Purple hid, 

Did force a Paſſage to his Mother's Bed. 

Where are thy dreadful Bolts? (to Joe I call) 

Strike him, or me, amiſs they cannot fall. 

Oh horrid Fact to tell! it wounds my Ear: 

The Day and Night together mingled were. 

Monſter of Men, who alter'd Nature's Courſe, - 

The Stream ran backwards and found out the Source. 

Mr. The Beldame raves ; Drufil/us take her hence. 
All this is forg'd ; Heaven knows my Innocence. 
AMoment's Reſpite I will not — 

But when ſhe's dead, let Otho bring me word. 
[Exeunt ſeverally Nero and Agrip. 


Manent Piſo, Plautus, Mirmilon 


Pi. Very well. Hark ye, Gentlemen, may we talk? 
Plau. Treaſon ? No. 


Fife 


7 


os. e 
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Piſ. Then I'll hold my peace. 
Mir. Faith, I know not, but there was a Stranger ben 
_ yeſterday hang'd for looking ſuf) R | 
Piſ. Very good; 'twas an excellent Memorandun, 
therefore T aut my Eyes, and not look at all, or her. 
after always in Company wear a Maſque. | 
Plau. Not fo, Sir, if you tender your Safety; ſuch Re. 
ſervation argues Thoughtfulneſs. Now the Emperor can! 
endure a Man that's given to Meditation; hates à Phil 
ſopher as much as he loves a Fidler: Seneca, to my Knoy. 
ledge, is a Burden to him; in my hearing he call'd hin 
crazy Caterpillar, and venerable Book-worm. - 
Mir. Right, Plautus: Therefore, Pio, be not thought. 
ful; *tis dangerous. A Friend of mine (hark ye) thi 
Morning, by the Emperor's Order, had his Throat cu 
for being thoughtful. 
Pij. The good Empreſs 
Plaut. How, Sir? 4 | 
Piſ. Well, the Empreſs then. Alas, how ſudden, fron 
the Top of Glory 
Mir. Alas! do you pity her then? | 
Pif. I, Sir? Greatneſs and Goodneſs are 
Plax. What, Sir ? | 
Piſ. I know not, nor where, unleſs in the oth 
World. . 
Mir. You weep, Piſe, have a Care, a Sort of Liqui 
Treaſon. | Jes brat" | 
Pifo. *T'was your Hair hit my Eye, and cauſed thi 
Rheum. I'll to the Country again. Farewel, Gente 
men. Long live the Emperor! that's no Treaſon. 
Mir. No, Sir, no. Adieu, good Piſo. He wears u 
honeſt Heart. ICEs. 


SCENE, The Court. 
Nero, Otho, Seneca, Druſillus, c. Agrippina dead. 


Otb. She is, as you would have her, Sir, no more: 
See where ſhe lies, all ſtain'd with her own Gore. 


* 


dle 
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the faid, an antient Man bid her beware | 
Of ever ſeeing you made Emperor: | 
For you, at laſt, would cauſe her to be lain: 
Then let me die, ſhe ſaid, ſo he may reign. . 
Ner. How wiſely then did I her Death decree! 
For *rwould have been a great Impiety © k 
To let her live, and mar the Prophecy. n. | 
0th. Choice of two Deaths, by your command we gave, 
But ſhe cry'd, both; a double Death IIl have: 
One poys'nous drop for Heaven I would not fell ; 
Each drop will fink his Soul more deep in Hell. 
In her right Hand the Dagger ſhe did hold ; 
And with her left ſhe heav'd the fatal Gold, 
And drunk the Venom off: That being done, 
Deep in her Breaſt the keen Stilletto run: 
With many Wounds ſhe made her Boſom gay; 
Her Wounds like Flood-gates did themſelves diſplay, 
Thro' which Life ran in Scarlet Streams away. + 
Ner. Remove her hence. My Soul now free does walk, 
n, fron BN And hall no more be clogg'd with moral Talk. 
My Statue ſhall be made of laſting Steel; 
Before it Lords of Rome ſhall humbly kneel. 
T Great Julius and Auguſtus you adore; 
And why not me who have their very Pow'r? 
e ohn To them you daily offer Sacrifice : 
„Im a God; my ſelf I canonize. | 
Liqui Sen. Mongſt Gods their Glory ſhines now they are gone, 
becauſe with us, like Stars their Virtues ſhone. * | 
ed thi Mr. Virtue's a Name; Religion is a Thing | 
Gene Fitter to ſcare poor Prieſts, than daunt a King. 
on. Swift, as quick Thought, thro' every Art I range: 
ears u Who but a God like me, could Sexes change? 
E.xeav'. Wil Sprus, be Witneſs of my mighty Art; 
9f9ru5, now Lady, once Lord of my Heart. 
At my command the fragrant Winds do blow, 
The willing Floods in Waves of Balſam flow: - 
dad. This Hand does all the Sweets of Nature ſow ; 
| ranſack Nature; all its Treaſures view; 
ore: Beings annihilate, and make anew, 
Al this can I, your God- like Nero, do. 
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Sen. What Fiend is this, which in his Breaſt, unſpy'4, 
Bears up his Soul on ſuch large Wings of Pride? 

Let me not die for ſpeaking what is tru: 
All this you would, but, * cannot do. 

| Ner. Ha! 

Sen. If you do well, 3 noble Abs achieve, 

Whene'er _ die all honeſt Hearts will Sie 
Each Raman will to after Ages tell, 
How good, how great, how excellent you fell ; 
What pity twas that you ſhould die ſo young 
Thus ſhall your Honour ſound from every Tongue: 
But tho' your Fame ſurvive, your Body muſt 
Rot, and be crumbled into common Duſt. 

Each Grain of which, becauſe you once did reign, 
Will not turn Gold, nor any Luſtre gain: 
Yours, and the Beggar's Duſt alike muſt paſs, 
Inſtead of Sand, to fill Time's Hour-glafs. 

Ner. Gown-man, thou ly"ft=——— 

The World's eternal, and its Monarch I: 

Then how is't poflible for me to die, 

Yet give me Creature Immortality? 

If when I leave this World, Mien ſhou'd * 
The Manner; ſay, I did my {elf tranſlate. | 
The Glory of my Godhead I will ſhrowd 

Not in a Mantle, but in a perfum'd- Cloud. 

In ſmoak of Incenſe I will mount above, 
And. in his 'Fhrone, - take the right Hand of Jer. 

Sen. O murd'ring Pride, thou doſt all A _ 

| You will have Altars too? _ 

Ner. Yes, Slave, I will ; | 
Altars of Gold, in Cryſtal Temples built: 2 
No Blood of Bulls, nor Goats, ſhall there be puts 
Such coarſe rank Smoak may booty Vulcan * 
Pluto, or horned Pan; dull Deities! . ' 

The beſt of humane Gore ſhall waſh'my a 
Neroes ſhall bleed, and they are half ditine. 

In Caſes made of Diamond entire, 

Stars ſhall inſtead of Lamps lend their bright Fire. 
Each common God ſhall, in his turn, be Prieft, 


And for your lower World make his requeſt: 4 
en 


apy's, 


| 


! 


Then 


Mr. Fond Preacher, hence: 


s well deſerves the 


ods! can I ſtill endure his Inſolence? 

Juargs, ſeize him; go, let him in Priſon houl, 

\nd ſolace there his melancholy 
: [Exit Otho, Seneca, and Guards. 

but, dear Petronius, how ſhall I requite | | 

hee, who ſole Author art of my Delight? 

hen my Heart ſickens, thou ſtill bring'ſt me eaſe, 

ind doſt my Fancy with new Objects pleaſe. 

Pet. To ſooth your Soul, ruffled with this late Storm, 

ly care found out ſa ſweet, ſo rare a Form, 

o full of blooming Graces in each | 

Conqueſt of your H 


Soul. 
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en offer up a grateful Sacrifice, 
Kings Heads, Queen's Hearts, and charming Virgins Eyes. 
Enter Petronius. | 


den. O Heaven! his Blaſphemies no Limit have; 
His brutiſh Impudence our Gods does brave: 
ithout controul he does their Pow'r defy, 

and I, like midnight huſh'd, ſtand trembling by. 
[ll ſpeak, altho' he blaſt me with his Breath; 

Repen'ance too may win him for my Death. 
Dread Sir, if you would pleaſe 


Not purple Violets i'th' early Spring, | 


Mr. Hold, hold; I'm o'erc 
hy Deeds are great, 


duch grateful Sweet, ſuch tender Beauties bring. 
he orient Bluſh which does her Cheeks adorn, 
lakes Coral pale, vies with the roſy Morn. - 

Not Venus, ſprung from the Sea's fnowy 
eptune's bright Seed, her Whiteneſs can o'ercome. 
«pid has took a Surfeit from her Eyes; 
Vhene'er ſhe ſmiles, in lambent Fire he fries; 
ind when ſhe weeps, in Pearls diſſolv'd he dies. 


Foam, 


«& 4 
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C 


'd with this Exceſs ; 


bus make hy Boaſting leſs: 
Vhat is her Name, an&where Fr. ſhe lie hid ? 
Pet. She is the Partner of Lord Otho's Bed, 
"pea named. With Gold I brib'd her Maid, 
For which the eaſy Slave her Truſt betray'd. 


Not 


90 The Tragedy of Nero. 
Not far from Rome this Beauty does reſide ; 
Chaſte ſhe is thought, becauſe yet never try'd. $$ 
Her quick black Eye does wander with Deſire, 

And, if I judge aright, bears wanton Fire. 

Oft, as Syllana told me when to Court 

Her Lord was gone, eager of unknown Sport; 

She figh'd, and in her Boſom hid her Face, 

And with fierce Action would the Wench embrace. 

Dreſs'd like Diana, ſhe in Woods is fear'd, Druf 
And gives ſwift chace to all the ſavage Herd: 
With vigour maſculine ſhe rides along, 

Her Quiver full of Shafis behind her hung z; 
Her right hand holds a Dart, her left a Bow ; 
Her long black Locks on her fair Shoulders flow, 
As thickning Clouds o'er the Sun's Brightneſs grow. 

Ner. Thou dear Procurer of my moſt-lov'd Joys, 

Fly, fly, the leaſt delay my Life deſtroys. 
Now try thy Skill; this is indeed a 'Faſk : 
Win her, and thou haſt more than thou canſt aſk. 

| , Exit Petroniu 
Let phlegmatick dull Kings call Crowns thgir Care; 
Mine is my wanton} and does Beauties 
Above my Miſtreſs Eyes. On, Nero, on, 
Spend thy vaſt ſtock, and riot in thy Throne. 
If there be Pleaſure yet I have not found, 
Name it, ſome God ; 'tis mine, tho' under groupd : 
No Nook of Hell ſhall hide it from thy fight, 
But I will conjure't into open light. | 
My Scepter, like a charming Rod, ſhall raiſe 
Such Sports as would old Epicures amaze ; 
Pleaſures ſo rich, ſo various, and ſo new 


As never yet the Gods, my great Forefathers, knew. [Ei 
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Druſillus, and 4 Roman. 


he Pilot of the Will, the Guide o'th* Mind, 
Dying and pale; from every gen'rous Vein 
Baſe Executioners his Life did drain: 
By Nero kill'd, by Nero whom he lov'd, + 
Vhoſe Youth by painful Studies he improv'd, 
and warm'd fo long the Viper in his Breaſt, 
That the kind Hoſt was poiſon'd by the Gueſt. 

Dru. In vain we mourn : Some noble Roman ſhou'd 
are to be glorious, dangerouſly good, : 
ind kill this Tyrant; kill him gorg'd with Wine, 

orcing a Day, and making black Night ſhine : 
Debauch'd, and ſordidly ambitious grown, 
Midſt all his Revels, would the Deed were done. 

Re. Guilt, the Mind's Wild-fire, lick his Spirits up; 
res him good Gods, preſs him until he droop. 
ink, and be damn'd: beneath the loweſt Hell; 
iter his Death we may in Safety dwell. 

Druſ. But, while he lives, no honeſt Roman may 
as Night in reſt, or view one peaceful Day. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. The Country. 


Otho, Poppea, Petronius, Piſo. 


Pet. Why ſhould ſuch godlike Forms inhabit here, 
And bleſs the ignoble ſort? 
Otho. Prithee, no more; 
She ſha' not go to Court, there's Diſcord in't 
Poet. Now by your Lady's lovely Eyes I ſwear, 
That Country ſounds not half fo well to me. 
Is it more IE to hear a Clown | 
Whiſtle his dull Tanes, which you conſtrue folemn, 
Than ſee a Lady ſoftly touch her Lute, 
And breathe an Air to the melodious Strings? 
Her Beauty, and her Voice ſo raviſhing, 
That each Spectator's Soul is left in doubt 
Where firſt to mount, into the Eye or Ear, 
'The Court's, 
Now, by my Honour, dearer than my Life; 


6 


02 


DYrens 


And, as I Action love, I think the Court _ 
May well be term'd the Noble Rendezvous Vw} 
Of gallant Spirits: 'Tis a Circle, Sir, ws 
Oth. More I'll allow, it is a golden Circle; 4 a 

But, like the Carthaginian Hero's King, * 
It carries Poiſon: Tis a fatal Circle, N, 
Upon whoſe Magick Skirts a thouſand. Devils, E : 
In cryſtal forms, ſit tempting Innocence, | E 1 
And beckon early Virtue from its Center. 3 


Piſo. Now, by my Life, I think you counſel il 

I view thee, and o'th ſudden, ſomething calls 

Thee Traitor. 

Brother, I never lov'd this Man; that's all. (bn 
Pet. Why ſhould you loſe me on a bare Suſpicion ? 

The Gods rain Curſes on me thick as Hail, 

If &er. I harbourd in this Breaſt a Thought 

But what was noble, of your ſpotly Loves. 

I muſt be bold to ſay you've done me wrong ; 

And, but I have by Oath inviolable 


OF. 

s Ki 
nd if 
he Cr 
hat hi 
er wh 
he Fa 
ow St; 
Ats, 
Brit. 


Sworn you a Friendſhip firm as Deſtiny, | poo R 


(Exit, 
on ? 
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protecting you and yours, 1 ſhould not thus 
Tamely put up your angry Brother's Terms. | 
0th. Your Pardon, generous Friend, he was to blame; 
Let my Repentance ſet all right again: | 
Indeed I am aſham'd for what was paſt. 
pet. See, our Contention has diſturb'd your Lady, 
And call'd the precious Dew into her Eyes. 


Pet. I wonder that the Emperor's ſo long 
T wrote to have him call Ozhs to Court, 


Employ him there and come in Perſon hither. [Exeant, 
SCENE HI. he Court, 


Octavia, Britatinicus... 
OA. Ah! deareſt Brother! be not too ſecure'; 
Hyrens moſt dreadful are, when they allure: - 
dread him moſt, fince your laſt noble Strife, 
Ind fear he is plotting gainſt your precious Life, 
Df which you ought to have à tender care, 
decauſe your Siſter claims ſo deep a ſhare: _ 
or, hear me Gods, the Doom which you decree 
his gallant Prince, ſhall prove my Deſtiny. | 
Brit. Fear not my Life; he cannot be ſo baſe: 
have ſome Friends that all his Miſchiefs trace; 
f ought againſt me move, their Care will find 
ome means to let me know” what is defign'd. 
07. Heay'n ever ſhield you from his Violence; 5 


b Kindneſs to you is but mere Pretence, 

nd if he ſmiles, tis at your Innocence. | 
he Cryſtal of his Eye is clouded o'er, 

hat his dark Thoughts my Genius can't explore. 
er while I met him, | 
he Fates fit working on his gather'd Brows ; 
ow Steps he takes, and murmum as he goes, 
ts, and fixt Looks upon the Terras throws. 
Brit. Mild as calm Martyrs, I could Death receive; 
"no Reaſons only make we wiſh to live: | 


1 Two 


- 
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, Fd * 
x 


0th. No more, my dear: nay, if thou Ie ing dent | 


——— 


— bead Dada ie... And. £4 ure \ 
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Debts remain to pay, moſt nobly due; 
Love claims the firſt, t othar I owe to yu. 
Od. Within your Breaſt does Love chief Regent ſtand? 
T thought that Reaſon there had ſole Command. 
Brit. Never was Heart ſo pitifully kind, 
So capable of Love's Impreſſion made. 
With n me all Beauties gentle Ulage find; 
The humble charm, the mighty to invade. _ 
Laſt Year, unknown to Parthia I did. 3 
And view'd the Court; beheld the it Foe - 
Of Rome, Prince Alamander, whoſe great Name 
Sounds loud, and almoſt cracks the Gheeks of Fame: 
Bellona then, as Goddeſs of our Arms, 
I did adore; but ſoon felt ſofter; Charms: 2 © S 177 
The curious Prince within my Looks did find 
Something that wrought upon his noble Mind, | 
Diſcours'd me, call me Friend, and did confeſs. Cy, 
He never lov'd a Man to ſuch excck.. - ) 
One Day, (Oh Day moſt fatal to my reſt !) 
After a thouſand Kindneſſes expreſt, . 
He took me by the Hand, and 1 ſaid, 
Dear Friend, there is a young and noble PE 
That fain would ſee you. Bowing, I replied, 
Sir, I am your's, and to your Service tied | 
O#a. Your Story yet has no great cauſe to Fiche He ha: 
Brit. At length we came; but ſuch a glorious Sibhu, 
Such a bright Flux of Rays on tender Senſe, _ 
Such charming Softneſs, duch ſweet Exxellence, 
Words may deſeribe, but never can deſine; 
The Sun ne'er ſaw an Object ſo divine; 
Fancy can't teach it; above Fiction fair; 
All the ſweet Lines of Beauty « center'd there. 
Unlike to Cæſar's was my am'rous Doom, 
I came, I ſaw, but was my ſelf o 'ercome. 
It was his Siſter, 
Cyara nam'd, that royal charming Maid; 
My Soul was wrapt with Joy, tho' ſhook with Dread. 
So Angels when they ſtoop to mortal fight, - _ 
Strike us with Awe, yet raviſh with * : 


ad! 
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04a. Why did you not your noble Love declare? 
Brit. I did; but firſt committed to her Ear 
The Secret of my Birth, which he receivd 
With modeſt Joy, and generouſly believ'd : 
Our Loves too happy were to flouriſh long; 
Froſt-nipt i'th* Bud, they wither'd as they hung. 
Some Roman Slave, I know not whom nor where, 
Gave the old King private Intelligence; 
But the young Prince moſt watchful ſent me word, 
Haſten'd my Flight, and would not Time afford 
To hear my 'Thanks, ungrateful ſo I came ' 
To Rome, but nouriſh'd ſtill my former Flame. 
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Enter Cyara and Silvius at one Door, the 
Plautus at another. 


Cya. Yonder he ſtands, the Gods great Maſter- piece 
Oh, I could ever on that Object gaze, - a 
And loſe my Senſes in that goodly Maze ! | 
With gay and vig'rous Youth his Eyes are crown'd, 
Preſence and manly Graces all around 

His noble Form, ; 4 make their bright abode, 

xe Beams of Luſtre circling in a Gd. 

Mr. He dies, that bold Comptroller of my Will; 
He has obliged me fo, that I muſt kill. 

by with dull Thoughts do I my Fancy pall ? 


Vhen I look ſad, whole Hecatombs ſhould fall. 

i! who are they? My fretting Blood does riſe : 
nds reſt, III try to blaſt him with my Eyes : 
lake me a Baſiliſ but one ſhort Hour, 
ome God that would be Nero's Emperor. 

Plaut. Oh you juſt Pow'rs! where is Aftrea fled? 
oul Vice triumphs, trampling on Virtue's Head. 
ere fam'd Democritus his Teeth might ſhow, 
nd Heraclitus might his Tears beſtow. 

Nero. J hate him deadly. | 
Poverty, Diſeaſes, or old Age ; 
er his wiſh'd Death, my Empire I'll engage. 


Vor. III. -M 


Emperor and 


Net 
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Not Hell nor Heaven my fierce Reſolves ſhall daunt: 
Firſt I will act; and then Pl think upon't. 
Octavia, follow me. | [Exeant and 
Brit. What does he mean? 
He frowns on me, and ſmiles upon the Queen, 
Theſe ruddy Drops ſome ſay ill Omens are; 
| Gods be my Guard, but tis not worth my Care. 
I bleed within; there, there's the mortal Wound, 
For which no Cure, no Balſam can be found. | 
In Dreams, Cyara, I behold thy Charms, 
With fix'd Imagination of high Pleaſure ; | 
Thy beauteous Form ſhall flow into my Arms, 
And I embrace it as a real Treaſure. TExit 
Spar. How dull this Place appears now he is gone 
Night's Emblem, it bemoans the abſent Sun. 
Sy/v. Madam, tis fit you ſhould diſcover now; 
Put off the Cloud, and fair Cyara ſhow. 
Cya. Fer I reveal my ſelf, his Love Pl! try. 
Sy/. You doubt him. 
54. No, it is Curioſity. [Exeunt 


Nero, Octavia. 


Ner. Your Sentence dooms me to be curſt or bleſt; 
Can you deny me? 'tis my firſt Requeſt : 
All Things are eaſy to a willing Mind; Noi 


Tis quickly done, if you will prove but kind. My 

Od. My Soul doth with convulſive Horror ſhake; B 
Name it again, for ſure I did miſtake. No] 

Ner. That you the Prince your Brother's Blood wou Sigh 
No matter how, ſo you but ſwear to kill. (pl But * 
Here with my Dagger let the Deed be done: 0⁰ 
You often find him ſleeping and alone. My « 


OA. Sleeping! Oh Gods! Can you your Vengeance keep! 
Where is your Thunder? No, 'tis you that ſleep: 
Sure elſe your Juſtice would his Vice confound, 
And drive this Monſter quick into the Ground. 
Hell to his Soul ſuch Impudence has giv'n, 

That he in Time will ſtorm your Fort of Heaven: 


/ 
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In Blaſphemies bis Spirits do exhale; 
Your high bright Walls his Giant Crimes will ſcale. 
Oh, my Heart's full. | 

Ner. Here's that will give it vent: [Stabs ber. 
So now go tell the Gods my black Intent. 
Britannicus his Death I will defer; 
Tis pretty well I've made an end of her. 
Now I will haſte to meet Poppea's Arms: 
Oh, Love, aſſiſt me with thy mighty Charms, 
And I will raiſe thy wanton Altars higher; . 
Old Men and Eunuchs ſhall in Heaps expire, 
Becauſe uncapable of thy ſoft Fire. 
TExit This Day my fatal Brow no Clouds ſhall wear ; 
a Till I return, Rome, lay aſide thy Fear; 

] and the Gods of Wit ſmile once a Year. 


N 
; 


» Exit. 
O08. Oh, my Britannicus, my Brother oh | 
Might I but fee thee once, yet e'er I go, 

And wander in the wide dark Dens of Death: 

But, oh! my Soul is almoſt out of Breath. 


Enter Britannicus. 


Brit. He ſent me here; for what I can't deviſe. 
02. Ah me! look here, with Pity glut thy Eyes. 
Now I am well: For thy fake I would live. | 
My dear, my gentle Brother, do not grieve. f 
Brit. Gods! Gods! But they are deaf, or will not hear. 
No Hopes of Life? Oh my prophetick Fear ! 
dish Heart, weep Eyes, I draw each cryſtal Spring; 
But "tis my Blood muſt be thy Offering. | 
Oct. Hold, hold; Gyara, tis Cyara's Call: 
My Share I give to her, ſhe claims you all. 
Give me your Sword; ſo now I've loſt my Fears: 
You weep too much, and yet I love thoſe Tears ; 
It was a gen'rous Proffer, *twas indeed 
Upon thy Boſom let me reſt my Head; 
is a ſoft Pillow, ſweetly now I reſt, 


And figh my Soul into thy gentle Breaſt. [Dies. 
KR 2 Brit. 
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Brit. O ſtay, my Dear, my moſt lov'd Siſter, ſtay; 

But one Word more. Her Soul is on its way: 

She's gone, ſhe's gone; thou flow'ry Sweet farewel. 
Oh where, to whom ſhall I my Sorrows tell! 

In every Grove and melancholy Bower | 

Thy fad untimely Loſs I will deplore; 

Thy Name'sdear Character each Tree ſhall bear, , 
On every Letter I will drop a Tear. 

How- quickly Fate our faireſt Hopes beguiles! | 
Oh, thou ſhort Solace of my many IIls, 
Adieu! Adieu, my Star, my deareſt Light! 

Now thou art gone, I am all dark, all Night: 

One Lump I grow, and know not how I move, 

All fad and gloomy, as the Eyes of Love. 

Truſt me, thy Sweetneſs I ſhall n&er ſorget; 

Stiff with my Sorrows, on thy Tomb I'll fit, 

Till I at laſt into cold Marble turn, 

And with my pious Figure grace thy Urn, [ Exit. 


ACT Ul. SCENE I. 


Pritannicus with 2 Boy. 


Brit. © rx HAT is the Earth to me? Why do - 
12 EN ay, | y d Break 


OO fly, | 
And in = Preſence fair Cyara, die: Cy 
My only Comforts on thy Truth depend; Was e 
Jf thou art chang'd, my Grief ſhall have an end. Bear u 
Go {ing the Song without. If ther 
4 If ther 
| Soft Le 


| A gent 
SONG. tir 


[Exit 
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SONG. 


E EP, weep, you Muſes, drain the Springs, 
Such Notes go warble to the Strings, | 

Such Dirges as the Ravens ſound | 

IWhen Ghoſts run trembling thro the Ground: 

The faireſt of her Sex is dead, 

Her tender Limbs are wrapp'd in Lend; 

Her Eyes, Stars Envy, the Earth's Pride, 

The broad black Hand of Death does hide: 

In Death's dark Chamber now ſhe lies, 

Pale as the Snow, and cold as Ice. 


CHORUS. 


| The Grave, the lovely Grave will bring us eaſe, 


There ſpall we ſleep in downy Peace; 

There no Diſtractions nor Fealuuſies be, 

But all from inord'nate Paſſions are free: - 
The cold Tomb is free from hot Love and Deſire; 
It has Aſbes good fore, but admits of no Fire: 
There Men do never groan, nor Women cry, 

But all Things huſp d, in ſolemn Silence lie. 


Brit. Enough, enough. Oh, my fick Heart, not yet! 


Break, break, for ſhame, let Nature have her Debt. 
Cyara, Sylvius. 


Cya. Withdraw good Sy/vius. How ſad he looks! 
Was ever Man ſo goodly? Oh my Heart 
Bear up! And yet J dare nat ſpeak to him. 
If there be any Charms in Womens Tongues, 
If there be any Words that can infuſe 
doſt Love into a Boſom, and create 
A gentle Paſſion, good Heaven grant it me, 
ar, may J interrupt without Offence 
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Your ſerious Thoughts ? I've lomerking to relate 
Which is your near 
Brit. Mine, pretty Sir? | 
Say on, I hear you. What would his Buſineſs be? 
| _ Cya. Tis from a Lady who made me her Agent, 
A for one I fear, and much unable | 
To ine ſhe commanded me ; a Story 
So lamentable that I cannet think on't, | 
But ſtreight my Eyes o'erflow with Tears. Pardon me, 
Only a little Reſpite, Pl go on 
| Brit. Thou raiſeſt ſomethingin me, which as yet 
I cannot givea Name to. What can this mean ? 
Cya. C os Sir, the Parthian Princeſs —— 
Brit. 
Com' m hou fuck her? A thouſand Bleſſings on thee. 
Cya. A thouſand Curfes rather, for my News. 
My Name's Coralbo, her unhappy Kinſman: 
Too my poor Faith ſhe did the mig ty Honour 
Of telling the ſad Stories of your 
It was her Chance, a diſmal Chance indeed, 
That Day you fled, as ſhe was ſitting at 
'The — Window, ſtriking of her Lute, 
Thoughtful, and Virgin-like, ahne, to caſt 


1 Her Eye upon your Perſon; ſtreight ſhe bluſk'd, B 
{  Wondring to ſee you in that Equipage: 2 
But ſoon her Brother did unriddle all: E 
Amazement ſciz'd her firſt; but when the Prince he 
Was gone, ſhe loos' d the Reins Grief had full ſtopp d: Each 

She trembled, fetch'd heart- breaking Sighs, And 

As if her Eyes were Springs; ſhe made Complaints Tal 

So —_— and with ſo fad an Accent, | Upo1 

I wonder that it kill'd her not till now. dit {\ 
Brit. I hope you come not to abuſe me. dee) 

By Heaven, if you do Pale: 
— Indeed I do not: Her: 

Let that convince you, if you know her Hand. And 

I find he's noble, his Looks are chang'd o'th' ſudden: 75 


I fear I've gone too far. How do you, Sir ? 
Brit. Well, Boy. O Gods? Devils! Hel, Heaven, 1 © 
and Earth ! als 


The Tragedy of Nero. 101 

Reads. I in the other World I can bebold ought 
there, it will be yuu; pray love my Memory: "Twill be 
a Satisfaftion above the Thoughts of Paradiſe to your 
dying Cyara. 


[ feel a mortal Trembling ſhoot along | 
My Arteries : Tm cold. Ofavia! Cyara! Oh! [Falh., 
Cya. Help, help: My Lord, Cyara lives; return. 
What have I done? Upon thy dying Lips 
Il print my Soul, but I'll bring back thy Life. 
Fool that I was, for à Fancy, thus 
To play away that Pearl, for which I would 
Hare ſold my Breath, my vital Spirits, my All. 
O, he returns. Cyara is not dead. 
Look up, my Lord; do you not know this Face ? | 
Brit. Cyara Heavens, tis ſhe! Thou charming Fair, 
How am I raviſh'd with thy glorious Preſence ? 
O, who would live on Earth, ſultry and hot, 
Under a Load of Care, did he once taſte 
The Pleaſures of theſe cool immortal Shades? 
O the refreſhing Sweets which the Winds blow 
From ever-budding Flowers eternal Spring ! 
Cya. Where, Sir? 
Brit. Why, here in bleſt Fun. 
a. O he isloſt, diſtracted 
Brit, Look, look, my dear, prithee let's walk along, 
The Graſs does ſhine with pure Emerald Green, 
Each purling Brook like liquid Plate appears, 
And every Pebble ſeems a Diamond; LIED 
Tall burniſh'd Trees with Fruit of meſſy Gold, 
Upon whoſe Boughs all fair and heav'nly Forms 
dit ſweetly warbling to their Loves below. 
dee yonder's Octavia, my Siſter, look, 
Pale and forlorn, in a cloſe gloomy Shade, 
Her airy Subſtance thus I will condenſe, 
And ſqueeze to Water, 'cauſe I cannot weep. 
Cya. Ah Prince! Cyara lives, and I am ſhe. 
Brit. Thou arta lying Boy : O Gods, my Head ! 
"4 Cya. Do you not know me, Sir? Look wiſtly on me. 


me, 
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Brit. Cyard's Picture; juſt ſuch charming Eyes; 
Such ſnowy Hands, ſuch Lips, ſuch winning Smiles; 
Such Tenderneſs; ſuch was her every Grace: 

But Oh! You told a falſe, a fatal Tale, 
The Accent of thy Voice is different, 

She could not lie, for ſhe was all Perfection: 
All Beauty ficken'd when ſhe left the World. 
Cyara, Oh thou Fair-one! Glorious Saint, 
Thou could'ſt not die for me, deſertleſs me. 

Cya. She is not dead, but lives and loves you Sir. 

Brit. Thou doſt aſſociate with Lawyers ſure, 
And Travellers. 

Cys. Who, I Sir? Why? 

Brit. Becauſe 
Thou ly'ſt extremely, Boy: No, ſhe is dead; 

The Canopy of Heav'n is hung with Sable; 

The Sun, like a great Mourner, drives her Hearſe, 
Wrapp'd round with Clouds ; each Star withdraws 
His golden Head, and burns within his Socket: 
'The whole Cope is dark, black, diſmal, 

And maurns the ſudden Loſs of fair Cyara. 

Ha!] ſhough; yonder flies a Night-Raven, 

In each black Eye there rolls a Pound of Jet. 

ce how he fans with his huge wicker Wings 
'The d Air. Come, Boy, be gone, 

I'll fave thee, tho' I die my ſelf ; go in | 
5 ys I fay, III fetch 1 7 Bow, and ſhoot him. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Country. 


Petronius, Poppea. Piſo over-bearing. 


Pop. J muſt not hear you, Sir. 
Pet. Can you deſpiſe 
A Flame whoſe matchleſs Splendour —_ the Stars, 
And Luſtre vies with the great Eye of 
O ſcrupulous Virtue, art thou grown ſo 7 
That the refleted Beams of doubled Honours, 


Beating 


E xeunt. 


Beating 
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Bexting upon thee with inceſſant Glories 
Cannot approach thee thro' thy Walls of Ice? | 
With all their fiery Points, cannot once pierce thee? 

Pop. High Minds ſhould not be tempted with-Ap» 

rance, | 
Nor drawn to dangerous Courſes from homely Cells, 
Where honeſt Pleaſures with ſafe Plenty dwells. 

Pet. But what Converſe, what Nobleneſs is here 
To deck your Thoughts, that claim a vaſter Sphere? 
Thro' all the Heav'n they ſhould, like Eagles, roam, 
Not ſtay in ſuch a ſolitary Home. (Breaſt? 

Pop. What unknown Gueſts are theſe that tear 
Like Slaves in golden Mines, they dig their way: . 
A Crown they thew, which my frail Heart adores; 
Before my Thoughts a royal Scepter flies, 

At which my Fancy graſps; but when it comes, 

nd its bright Glories offers to my Hand, 

tain would reach, and yet refuſe to hold. 

Pet. Madam, conſider *tis a mighty Proffer;. 

is not this Province, or that Colony; 

e gives you all: All is a Gift ſo great, 
none but Fove to Cæſar can beſtow. | 
Vhat is it deters you from your Happineſs ? ) 
Pop. Oh, I am loſt in Honour's Labyrinth. 

o Clew to guide me, but my own Deſire, 

nd that would lead me out, but knows not how. 

Piſo. Oh Heaven, what will this Earth come to! Was 
t for this my noble Brother was ſent for in ſo much 
ate? And is it for this he harbours that Viper in our 
ouſe, to tear his Darling hence, and eat his Heart out? 
) Laws of Hoſpitality, why are you facred? Why is 
y Hand fo backward to puniſh that Raviſher -of our 
onour ? \ 

Methinks I ſee that Genius of our Houſe 

Start from his Monument, and {talk along 

Shaking with panick Fears, and with an Eye 

That darts its poiſon'd Beams of Indignation 

At me: Methinks I ſee him chide my flow - 

Revenge. | 
Pop. My Brother has loſt his Senſes, | 

Pijo. 
E 5 . 
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Pio. I would I had, and with them loſt my Life, 
So thou couldſt find thy Honour: Oh thy Honour 
More worth than all that golden Pageantry, 

Hiph' Tops of Fortune, glorious Pinnacles, 


And Heav'n knows what, that ſwim in thy fond Fancy; 


Thoſe wanton Sepulchres have ſwallow'd it: 


Thy Eyes, thoſe Graves of Nobleneſs and Glory. 


Te known the Time, when, had 1 look'd but thus, 

Thus euriouſly upon thee, ſtreight a Bluſh 

| Would mount into thy Cheek; there's nothing now 

Nor pale Diſhonour. Prithee do not ſpeak, 

Words are peſtilent, the blaſting Iſſue 

; a corrupted Heart, diſeas d, and deadly. 
Pop. How ſhould he know this? Sure he overheard 

' Petronius talking with me; it muſt be fo. 

But pray, why is't a Sin to go to Court? 

I am not guilty of one wicked Thought, 

And yet you make me a moſt wretched Creature, 

Piſo. Indeed thou art a finfal wretched Creature: 

Thou art the wretched'ſt Thing I ever faw ; 

Thy Blood is all o'fire, the L 

That Dog-ſlar, has inflam'd it; 7 pity thee. 

O that my Tears could make thy Heart relent, 

Or quench thoſe Fires that will devour thee : 

Then I would drain thoſe cryſtal Sources dry; 


| Rivers I'd weep, and long luxuriant Streams, 


M Eyes ſhould play the Wantons, not thy way. 
f ” thou haſt any — of Shame, look Ard 
'Thy Feet upon the Brink of Ruin ſtand, 
Bat one Step more, and thou art loſt for ever. 
Qbrtous Deſtruction, glitt'ring Miſeries 


| Will keep thee waking till Death cloſe thy Eyes. Maß 
If Pet. Fy, fy, my Lord; were your Sut miſes true, 


This is too much, it ſhervs unmanly. 

Piſo. Ha! | 
It will not be; rather than ſuffer this, 
Let me be ever branded, baſe, and barbarous. 
My Rage is kindled, and I'll bear no more; 
Be gone, thou Monſter, fly, thou Harpy, fly, 


Fut en thy Wings of Horrour, and be gone. 
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Or, by my Honour, were this Houſe a T 
Thy baſe black Blood ſhould ſtain the ſacred 3 , 
[Exeunt Petro. and Poppea ſmiling on bim. 
Piſo J am troubled; yet there is one way left: 
Revenge, Revenge! O thou art ſweet and lovely! 


Tl go to Rome, and with wrong d Orbo join; 
g [Trumpets ſound. 


What means this Noiſe ? 
Servants running over the Stage. 
[Fithin. The Emperor, tht Emperor | 

Plau. The Emperor, my Lord, is come in Ferſon hither. 
Piſe. Ha! Is it ſo? "Then all fond Hopes farewel ; - 

Diſeaſes be his welcome. O, Lam mad. wr 

This Night he whores my Siſter. - Hell, hear my boxe. F 

Deſpair, Revenge, and Murder, come along; | 

Bring all your curſed Crew and come along: 

In fatal Buſtneſs Pl] employ you all, 

With this ſole Arm Heav'ns Vengeance I'll f oreflall 

An Act ſo great, pale Brutus ſhall defire. 

To ſee, Cato and Caſſius ſhall admire. 

Start not my Soul, but do't ; Peppea dies, 

My Pars Victim, Hongur's Sacrifice. 

Her Beauties, fo ador'd, ſo much admir'd, 

With Pride and ſenſual Pleaſure fo inſpir'd, 

Shall in a Moment ſicken, fade, and fall; 

Like the North-wind, Tl raſh and blaſt you all. 

Nero, prepare; for whenſoe'er I come, 

Immortal as thou art, I bring thy Doom. 

Pl make that Cedar — like. a Reeds. 1 

Vio ſhall die; that vaunting God ſhall bleed. EEx | 


The Scene changes. After a Song, the E n came 
in royal) attended, bowing to Poppea, Ec. Petronius. 


Mer. Model of Heav? n, thou Ornament of Earth, 
Propitious Star that ſmiles on human Birth 
Or art thou Goddeſs of the ſilver Floods? 
Or the fair heav'nly Huntreſs of theſe Woods? 
Or art thou Venus ? Yenus wants ſuch Fire, 
When by the Graces, dreſt in bright Attire, 
| E 6 
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She haſtes to meet her noble Warrior's Arms: | 
Venus, in height of dalliance, wants ſuch Charms. 
Such Beauty : never was by Paris ſeen, 
Such conqu'ring Air, and ſuch majeſtick Mein. ] 
O moſt divine! with Pity bleſs my Flame. \ 
Pop. Be not deluded, Sir; I mortal am. þ 
Ner. If thou of mortal Seed art born, be mine, 1 
And I will make thee | : 
More happy, than thoſe Pow'rs we call divine. 
To pleaſe thy Senſe, and raviſh thy ſoft Pow'rs, 
1 make ſuch Grotto's Springs, and royal Bow'rs, 
As ſhall tranſcend the bleſt EN an Shade, 
Tempe's fair Grove, and Ida's flowry Head, 
Where the Gods meet and dance in Maſquerade. 
For. Baths, we will Hydaſpes Current lave, 
Lie cloſe incireled in a Golden Wave: 
Thou Queen triumphant ;,I thy humble Slave. 
Lo, at thy Feet, Nero himſelf does lie; 
He that commands the Earth, the Sea, ' the Sky, 
For Love of thee does Janguiſh, ſigh, and die. 
Pop. Is all this true? Can you do all theſe Things? 
Good Heav'n, what happy Creatures are you Kings ! 
Ner. If thy Heart bears ſuch Softneſs as thy Breaſt, 
Then I 2m happy, then I'm truly bleſt. 
All my dear Joys are treaſur'd in thoſe Eyes, 
'T hoſe kinder Stars, thoſe Suns of Paradiſe, 
Without thy Smiles, alas, I nothing am, 
But the pcor Shadow of a mighty Name. 
Pep. How my Soul's rack'd with Joy and anxious Fea! WI To 


Fain I would go, and yet would tarry here. 1 
Whence do theſe ne- Deſires and Wiſhes come? Are 
Fain I would ſee I know not what, nor whom. N 
How rarely this King talks! how far above And 
My Lord's grave Rules of Duty and of Love! P 
Ner. About thy Knees, O let me ever grow. . IM Nay 
Pop. Why do you weep? | For 
Ner. My Eyes ſhall ever flow: 
Or, if theſe tender Sources ſhould decay, Tell 
My thawing Soul. ſhall melt it ſelf . 10 
0 
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O ftay : I'll follow thus, if you. remove, 1 | 
And hold thee faſt with all the force of Love. 

Pop. Why is my Heart in its Reſolves fo flow? 

Like a fond Child, when two gay things you ſhow, 
With wandering Eyes it looks, does leap, and quake 
For both ; yet, doubtful neither can partake. 2 
Heav'ns! how he pants ! how his Lips warm my Hand 1 

Mr. They draw their heat from this warm Firebrand. 

Petr. She yields, ſhe yields! her Looks her Thoughts 
Greatneſs is enter'd and her Soul gives way. Lbetray, 
Follow her ſtill, and let her take no Reſt: | | 
She thinks it Pleaſure to be ſo oppreſt. 

Pop. What muſt the Price of all theſe Pleaſures be 
Nature's choice Of ring, Art's Variety „ 
Of noiſy Shows, and mighty Gallantry | 

Ner. The Price of all is but thy gentle Love. 
Secure in Heav'n as Juno keeps her Fove, 

Thou ſhalt keep me, fetter'd in Golden Chains; 
The ſoft ſad Story of my pleaſing Pains, | 
In ſighs upon thy Boſom I'll relate; 
Thy Beauty's Creature, thou my Glory's Fate. 
Prawn in a Chair of Gold, emboſs'd all o'er- 
With their great Images whom we adore, 

On Velvet Floors triumphant thou ſhalt ride, 
Princes ſhall run like Pages by thy fide : 

The Sun ſhall, from his flaming Seat, look down, - - 
And of the Thund'rer ask a brighter Throne, 
While all the Gods do bluſh ' * | 
To ſee their Art by mortal Wit out-done. 

Pop. And will you do all this for Love of me? 

Are there ſuch Charms in my Society ? © J 

Ner. But one ſhort Night let me your Love enjoy, 
And I next Morning will my Life deſtroy. | 

Pop. Indeed you ſhall not ; that were two ſevere. 
Nay, if you love me, pray live all the Year. 

For Fancy, I ſubſtantial Pleaſures reap, 

. Is thatall? "Tis very cheap. 
Tell me not what my Duty does require ; 
Love mans me now, and ſhows his facred Fire : - 


To Crowns, thoſe mighty Objects, I aſpire. k 


x 
* 
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If ds you have faid, lead on: 
Pale Piety, adieu; live here alone, 

While 1 go taſte the Pleaſures of a Throne. 

Nero. Our Chariots haſte : yet ſtay, I will not go. 
ge 1 7 3 hon Meleer, Oh 
Weary'd with Raptures "als & thy Breaſt, 

On thoſe ſoft Globes of Beauty let it reſt. | 
Kind God of Love, O bring thy Mother's Doves, 
And waft us thro” the calm Celeftial Groves, 
Surfeiting on each others Breaſt we'll fray ; _ 

When we want Words, and know not what to ſay, 
With Eyes thus languiſhing we'll look all Day : | 
Now ſigh, now ſmile, or thus infolded lie, 
And all along the Milky Way we'll die. 


[Exeunt, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. — 


Nero, Poppea, /itting in State. 0 
1 
ET not my Crown and ſelf thy wiſh 
confine 3 15 ; 
Aſk what thou wilt; by all the Gods, o. 
"tis thine. Ar 
| | Be ſtudied int, and I'll applaud thee p 
_ fort : 
Mean while, behold the Pleafures of Arent x 
E | OR [Dance, &c 5 
Enter Britannicus, mad; andCyara. _ 
Pop. O wy'dread Lord, for theſe let me implore. — 
Live, Wretches, and his Excellence adore. Fir 


Brit. Stay me not; by the Gods, rl CE ere In Pc 


F So fad a Story Orpheus never told, Por, i 


When 


Abs | 4 f 14 
The Tragedy of Nero. 109 
When his harmonious Sighs pierc'd Plato's Gate; 
But I ban Heav'n, curſe the great Gods and Fate, 

And yet I will not ſpeak, the Theme's too ftern ; 
Here Hell it ſelf might witty Horror learn. ; 
Some Whirlwind ſnatch me headlong thro” the Air, 
Wrapt round with Clouds invelop'd in Deſpair, 
That I from Earth may hide this diſmal deed : 
Honour is ſtabb'd, and all the Virtues bleed. 
Cyara's fall'n, Ofavia too is gone; 
In Death's damp Vaults ſhe wanders all alone: 
I faw her Soul dive ſtrangely thro' the Ground, 
In her own Blood that Spark of Heav'n was drown'd x 
Treaſon againſt the Gods he did conſpire; * 
O Traitor, worſe than he that ſtole their Fire ! 
Mer. Who was that Traitor, Prince? 
Brit. I know not, Sir, 
Unleſs that Dog that was her Murderer. 
Ner. Who was that Dog ? | 
Brit. Why, Cerberus I gueſs; 
No Savage elſe could hurt ſuch Gentleneſs. 
Such Meekneſs would wild Panthers Fury charm, 
And hungry Lions of their Rage diſarm; 
Ev'n o'er their Prey it would the Conqueſt get, 
Queell their ſwoln Hearts and cool their bloody Heat. 
_ Ner. Madman, be gone. 
by wiſh Brit. This Madman is a Prince. 
| Ner. I ſay again, forbear this Inſolence, 
e Gods, or thou ſhalt wiſh thou wert a Beggar born: 
Ld At once thou mov'ſt my Pity and my Scorn. 
ud thet Brit. Twas you that kill d my Siſter. 
Ner. Ha! thou ly'ſt: 
Stand not my Rage: for, if thou doſt, thou dy'ſt. 
nce, dc Brit. Then J will ſit, and hear your Thunder roar; 
Such humble Shrubs it hurts not, but flies o'er. 
Ner. But you ſhall find for once, twill condeſcend : 
| pity thee and will thy Sorrows end. 
re. Cya. Hold; by the Gods, I do conjure you, ſtay; 
" Firſt thro! my Boſom force your bloody way. 
ur Hold In Policy you ought his Life to ſpare; 
For, if you let him live, Heav'n will forbear, 


To 
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To puniſh you, nor will due Vengeance take; 
The juſt good Gods will ſpare you for his ſake. - 
Brit. How the Boy prattles ! tis a pretty Boy! 
Cyara's Image ! how that damps my Joy ! 
What mean theſe two, by ſuch an antick Form ? 
Here's a ſoft Calm, and there a bluſt'ring Storm. 
My Painter fo ſhall draw me Day and Night : 
Here horrid Darkneſs ſtands ; there gaudy Light: 
There, Cruelty, like the Red-Sea appears; . 
Here melting Mercy flows in pitying Tears. 
Exquiſite Emblems! perfect Good and Evil: 
A Heav'n, a Hell, an Angel, and a Devil. 
Ner. If I gaze long, I ſhall my Nature loſe : 
Midſt of my full Career I ſtop and muſe. 
Now whence does this unworthy Pauſe proceed? 
Can I repent my Rage? no, he ſhall bleed. 
Cya. Hold, Sir, you cannot ftrike. 
Ner. How ? cannot, Boy? 
Cya. Alas, I ly'd ; I know you can deſtroy: 
' You can do all things, Sir, both drown and' burn ; 
Nay , the whole World to its firſt Chaos turn. 
You are a God to damn, a King to kill : 
You can do all thmgs, if you had the Will. 
But you are kind, and ſoft, I know you are? 
Your Eyes are noble, and delight to ſpare. 
O Heav'n! how Men will lye! nay, now I find 
You have a gentle, great, and godlike Mind. 
The Prince is mad, and you are pleas'd to ſee't, 
Nay, pardon all O let me kiſs your Feet. 
You'll win all Hearts by ſuch kind Acts as theſe ; 
With my warm Tears I'Il bath your ſacred Knees. 
Ner. Shall I be branded with the name of Good ? 
Be gone, thou ſoft invader of my Blood; 
Mercy and I no Correſpondence have; 


Pity's a whining tender-hearted Slave: 

Fury I love, becauſe ſhe's bold and brave. 

As I ſcan things, Virtue's the greateſt Crime: 

Stand off; or I will paſs thro? thee, to him. [%% her. 
Pop. Hold, Cæſar, now I take you at your word; 

If you will keep your Promiſe, ſheath your Sword. 


Mer. 
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Mr. "T were lefs to give the World, than let him live 3 
Yet your Commands with Joy I do receive. n 
Brit. What barbarous has done this horrid Deed ? 
Oh, my dear Boy, look up; thou doſt not bleed. | 
Stop, ſtop, thou bloody Spring; my Hair perforce 
Shall bind thee, and dam up the Scarlet Source: 

I will my ſelf thy kind Phyſician be; 
When I was fick thou ſtill wert fo to me: 
At my Bed- ſide, ſtrict Watch all Night he'll keep, 
And, with his Songs, rock my dull Cares aſleep. 
His Cheeks are pale ! Roſes, look forth again, 
And ſmile for Joy your pretty Rival's ſlain. 
Fate wove thy Thred of Life too fine to laſt; 
All's loſt at once! O ſad ! O deſpꝰ rate caſt! 
Thus, in my Arms, I'll bear thy Beauties hence; 
No guilty Hand ſhall touch thy Innocence: 
Thus, Arm in Arm, we in one Grave will he? XI 
Wretched we liv'd, but happy we will die. 

[Exit with . 
Pop. What means my trembling Heart by this ſurprize ? 
hy do I ſigh? why do theſe Bluſhes riſe ? 4:08 
Before my Soul, a mournful Troop appears ; 
Hopes ſtifled in their Birth, Starts, ſudden Fears 
anguiſhing Joys, and ſolitary Tears! 
love him, tis too plain juſt Heav'n has ſent 
Dn my Inconſtancy this Puniſhment. 
ve gone too far to think of a return; 
muſt enjoy him: O my Heart does burn 
ly Blood boils high, — beats with ſtrange deſires : 
is juſt that Madneſs mingled with ſuch Fires. [Exir.. 
Ner. Thou haſt a Wit; ſome ſudden means contrive. 
Pet. Believe me, Sir, this Night he ſhan't ſurvive. 

[Exit Nero, &c. 
«us. Contrivance gives a Miſchief gloſs — tis fine : 
hat. my Kinſman Burrbus fills his Wine; 
nature bloody then the pow'rful Charm 
Dr Gold, a preſent Gain, no future Harm, 
ate in the Emp'ror's Favour he ſhall live: 
M this well weigh'd, my black Deſign muſt thrive. 


IIs her. 
d.; 
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Nature has not been overkind to me: 
Her limber Sons and I cannot agree: ; IT; 


She is my Stepdame ; but my Comfort is, | 
To pay her home, this Night her Darling dies. [Ex WT) 


Ag 
| 
SCENE II. 2 
| | R 
Enter Otho, Piſo. 2 
P/e. Yet be advis'd, and let us end this Strife. 
Otbo. Deny thy Words, and I will ſpare thy Life. 0 


Pie. Deny my Words? what didſt thou ever fee 


In all my Life, to raiſe this Thought in thee ? f 
My Nature's hot, provoke me, Sir, no more: Anc 
I do unee again ſhe is a Whore. 0 
Otbo. Blaſphemer, Peace; rage does my Heart-firing Hol 
Wert theu my Father, I could not forbear. (tear: 7 
Pie. Sir, I dare fight. © 3 be 1 
Obo. Guard. well thy Life. 
Piſo. I do. 
This Sport was ne er unwelcome until now. [Fight 
You bleed. 
Otbe. No matter, Sir, the Wound's but {; 
Piſe. O Brother, hear me for I will not 
Othe. You muſt. P. 
Piſe. I cannot, Heav'ns !. what have I done? The 
Otbo. Thou art a Coward : prithee, Boy, be gone. My 
Piſa. Curſe on my Hand that drew your precious Blood! BO H 
_ Poppes is an Angel chaſte and good: B. 
I'll flatter you; I care not what I fay, | 
Rather than ftill purſue this fatal Fray. 
_ _ Oths. Now I believe what thou haſt ſaid is true: 
| Pity has done what Anger could not da: 
O ſhe is falſe, forſworn, and I am loſt, 


My Soul is ſhipwreck'd on its moſt loy'd Coaſt ;; 
By the victorious Mercy I'm undone. 

noble Brother, leave this Wretch alone; 
O, my Heart's ſick ! your Pardon, pray no more; 
Here I will lie, and my hard Hap deplore. pij 


5 . 
' Py 


Pio. Then I will fit for ever ſide, 

| Take it not il] = I — Tanens Oh, 

Rouſe u rat Anger chafe away 

Theſe {len Clouds 5 will bring the Dry 

Again, and make your Honour ſhine more bright, 

While it damns her to ſhades of Death and Night. - 
Och. Ha! thou haſt wak'd my Soul from it's dull Reft ; 

Revenge, thou gen'rous Fire, enrich my Breaft. | 


7 xit, 


Poppea paſſes over the Stage. 


O glorious Whore ! FI fink her with a Blow, 
She's rotten ripe for Ruin; let me go. | 
Piſo. You ſee her Guards will your Revenge oppoſe, 
And thus, for nothing, we our Lives ſhall loſe. 
Oibo. Down, down, my fwelling Heart; OI am fad : 
Hold, my weak Eyes; this Sight has made me mad. 
Piſo. Blinded with Rage, our Reaſon's apt to ftray : 
Be rul'd by me; II hew the ſafeſt way. a 


SCENE III. 
Britannicus reading, Popper enters. 


Pep. Muſing, and all alone? Sylvera, go, 
The bottom of my Fate Pll quickly know :} 
My Virtues are dethron'd, and Paſſions rule; 

0 Heav'ns ! my Crimes you have reveng d at full. 
Brit. Is it a Truth? or does Fame tell us lyes, 
When it reports that the Soul never dies, | 
But mantled ſits, and acts in gloomy Shrouds 
Lite Cynthia, when ſhe's hem'd with circling Clouds? 

When the ſoft Partner of our Griefs and Joys, 

With trembling Hands fhall cloſe our dying Eyes, 

When in ſad ſort our Friends ſhall ſtand and mourn, 
o ſee the fatal Torch theſe Relicts burn, 

ls there an end of Thought? no further Care ? 

No Throne of Bliſs, nor Caverns of Deſpais ? 


is Blood! 


ue; 


No 
Pijh 
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No Dens of Darkneſs, nor no Seats of Glory ? Fro 
'Then all our grave Diſcourſe is but a Story. Wi 
Some full-gorg'd Prieſt, nodding beneath a ſhade, . 
Tales of N yium, and the dull Pool, made. F 
Whither, O whither, go we when we die? =: 

Why, there where Babes not yet conceiv'd do lie, 6 


.  Death's nothing: nothing after Death will fall; 
Time, and dark Chaos, will devour us all. Ke 
Pop. I come to kill thee, Prince. 
Brit. My Boy is dead ; 
To Heav'ns bright Throne his brighter Soul is fled : 
Yonder he mounts on Silver burniſh'd Wings; 
Each God immortal Sweets around him flings. 
Now, like a Ship, he cuts the liquid Sky ; 
His Rigging's glorious, and his Maſt is high, 
Fann'd with cool Winds his golden Colours fly. 
Ha! wilt thou follow him? begin: ſtrike home. 
Pop. I ſay, to kill thee (Prince) I hither come. 
Thy Eyes Beams have run quite thro my Heart, 
And I on thine will thus revenge the Smart. 
Brit. Strike, and by Heay'n I'Il kiſs thee for the Blow: 
Be quick, my Blood is black and full of Woe : 
Do me this welcome dangerous Cruelty, 
Fair Murdreſs, if thou art my Enemy. 
Pop. Nay, ſure you flatter d when you term'd me Fai, 
Brit. If Lillies, Snow, and Light, be ſuch, you are. 
Pop. If I am fo, this Deed would make me foul, 
And caſt eternal Spots upon my Soul ; 
Therefore, thou horrid Inſtrument be gone; 
Without thy help, alas, I am undone. 
I faint. | | 
Brit. Within my Arms I'll hold thee till 
Thy Soul return, and greedy Death beguile : 
In roſy Gales Life thro' her Lips does ſtream. 
Pop. Why did you wake me from this golden Dream! 
Oh, I am ſick! 
Brit. I am contagious ſure; 
And all that touch me die. 
Pop. You are my Cure. 


ream? 
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Tis only in your Power to make me live. 
From thoſe lov'd Eyes let me this Balm receive, 
Within this Circle let me ever grow. 8 
Brit. Thou Charmer, ſpeaæ; what wouldſt thou have 
E 
(that's all. 


Cyars's Ghoft. 


Brit. Ha ! what art thou ? thou airy Phantaſm, hence. 
O Gods! it is my Boy; what would'ſt thou have? 
How cold he looks, juſt ris'n from the Grave 
Cya. Go not to bed, but fly that Sorcereſs' Arms; 
She tempts, like Circe, and has deadly Charms. 
Think on Cyara, for ſhe lov'd thee well! 
Take heed, beware; thou'rt in the Road to Hell. 
vr E 
Brit. Stay, I conjure thee ſtay, leave me not thus, 
f thou ad ever love DE 
III follow thee along the airy Track, 
ad mount above the Clouds to fetch thee back. [ Exit. 


Enter Sylvana with a Taper. 

2 tee? 
Meg. O Heav'ns! How do you, Madam; what ſuc- 
Pop. I'll tell thee, killing Woe, and deep Diſtreſs, 

hy Arm my Girl; Pll ſhew thee e' er we 

dad things: a troubled Mind, and wounded Heart. 

ah! for my former Peace what would I give? 

ly Comfort is, this Shame I ſhan't ſurvive. 

0 diſmal Change! nothing is conſtant found; 

The Gods, with Whirl-winds, drive our Fortunes round. 

hu ies | h [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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Nero ſleeping in a Couch, Caligula's Ghoſt near, 
Ghoſt. From the infernal Cave, the wide, the low 


Abyſs, the direful Pit of endleſs Woe, 


On which each God that looks ſcarce keeps his State, 


But, giddy grown, turns and takes hold of Fate, 
Caligula, in Vapours wrapt, does come, 

Nero, thy Friend, and the ſworn Foe of Rome. 
Not Hell's more dreadful than theſe hated Walls; 
The Stygian Waves, and Tyrrhene Water falls, 
Alike with Fear confound my troubled Soul, 
And ſprinkle equal Horrors as they roll. 

By Traitors hands I fell: O that I could, | 
For every drop they ſhed, ſpill Seas of Blood: 
Oh Heav'n, I'd do what cannot be expreſt! 
With raging Plagues I'd fill each Roman Breaſt; 
Burn 3 like Thunder I would rove, - 
Tear the tall Woods, and rend each ſacred Grove. 
But Oh ! by pow'rful Fate I am confin'd, 

And muſt not reak the Madneſs of my Mind. 
Nero, act thou what can't be done by me, 

Thy Genius, I, will aid thy Cruelty : 

With my pale Hand I ſtroak the troubled Senſe ; 
All Poiſon Hell contains I do diſpenſe ; 

The Scum of Lethe, with 41/e80's Gall, 
Magara's Sweat, ſhall on thy Vitals fall; 
Erynnis ſhall about thy Heart-ſtrings twine , 
Vet all's too little for our great 

Lo, I am warm'd; fee where fierce Envy ſtands, 
And ſummons me, by Pluto's dread Commands. 
Go on, be mad; no more, I muſt be gone, 

And vaniſh, like the Light when Day is done. 


Nero Solus. 


Where have I been? thou Dzmon of the Night, 


Retura: I'm rack'd with this appalling Sight. 


— MT. Soo ĩͤ . 
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The forked Tongues of Furies can't expreſs 

The Rage that rnd within me: Sulphur's leſs ; 
Not Hell it ſelf fo full of Dread . 

475. Not Night, nor darker Death, {uct wears; 

Not the deſtructive Force of Wind, and Fire, 

When ſome great City's Ruin they conſpire ; 

Not the devouring Sea, when Neptune makes 

The Sea-Gods drunk, and Draughts of Ruin takes. 

Wrong'd Womens Hate, Sword, Famine, Plagues com- 

Your Madneſs trebled cannot equal mine: (bine ; 

All your faint Emblems of my Fury are: | 

No tender Sex, nor Age, my Wrath ſhall ſpare. 


Enter Druſillus bloody. 


What News? thy Looks declare it to be good; 
A haſty Joy ap tho* dreſt in Not 
Druſ. The Rabble, Sir, with Wine and Rage inſpir d, 
With trait'rous Hands your Palace would have fir'd ; 
Your Guards they did aſſault; but we withſtood 
Their Heat, and ſoon allay'd it with their Blood. 
Few Strokes were giv*n Cer the baſe Cowards fled, 
Some Pris'ners are, ſome ſcap'd, and ſome are dead, 

Ner. Ha! do they bid me Battel ? they ſhall die; 
At their own Weapon I the Slaves defy. 
Nothing but Flames can quench my kindled Ire. 
Blood's not enough; Fire I'll revenge with Fire. 
Fierce as young Phaeton I will return: 
Great Rome, the World's Metropolis, ſhall burn. 
On Tyber's Flood new Beams I will diſplay, 
And turn black Night mto a golden Day. 
The molten Gods ſhan't ſave their Capitol, | $ 


Temples ſhall tumble down, gilt Roofs ſhall fall, 
bright Ruin with a Noiſe ſhall ſwallow all. . 
| [Exeuzs. 
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ACT V:''$C'E N'E:L He 

Fal 

- Britannicus, Flavius, Attendants. | My 

Brit. JIRE, Fire, I'm all on Flame; fly, my 1 

WB Friends, fly, 1 

N. Or I ſhall blaſt you; O my Breath is I Th 

| Brimſtone, 4 

A My Lungs are Sulphur, my hot Brains E 

| boil o're ; | She 

Or you that needs will ſtay, let your Eyes run; You 

If you did ever love this wretched Prince, Oh, 

Now mourn, now weep. O, I will catch your Tears, E 

And drink the precious Drops : I burn, I burn ; if ſt 


Fall, fall, you gentle Rills, you melting Show'rs ; 
Callall the Winds to fan my furious Fires ; 
Bring the cold North, I'll kiſs his out-blown Cheeks, 
Upon my flaming Breaſt I'll lay his Head, 
And hug him in my Heart, for he is cold ; 
With my hot Arms Ill claſp his froſty Limbs, 
And twine about him like a wanton Gul. 
Oh! oh! 

Fla. Can there be Gods, and not Revenge ? 
Can they behold this noble Copy of 
Their own bright Excellence polluted thus, 
Thus rent and torn by ſacrilegious Hands, 
Yet idle fit, and ſleep upon their Thrones ? 
The Voice of Murder's loud as their own Thunder. 
Awake, awake, you drouſy Deities ! 
Here is a Sight 9 o pitifully ſtrange, 
*T would melt the Scythian's Soul, who Rand: unmov'd 
And ſullen at his Mother's F uneral. 
When Fame reports this Deed, the rugged Moor 
Will fta& abaſh'd, and gro an to. hear it told, 


Break, 
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Break, break, my Heart. Oh you great Gods of Rome, 
Where are you all? Is this my Welcome home? 
Brit. Ha! he does weep; nay, prithee do not hide it; 
By Heaven, thou art my Friend, lend me thy Store, 
My Eyes ſhall pay the Uſe, truſt me, they ſhall; 
Here in my Boſom lay-thy pearly Stock : 
Heav'ns, how he weeps! thou art a Virgin ſure, 
Fall, you dear Drops; Oh let me hug thee cloſe; - 
My Spirits are quite parch'd up, my Palate's dry ; 
Th' Elan Shades are eool ; oh, let me die. 
ly, my Hav. Sir, I am F/avius, have you quite forgot me? 
Brit. I do remember thee; I loy'd thee well; 
Thou art a noble Youth, the Child of Honour. 
Flav. From France I come, and bring important News, 
Brit. Ha! hold, I'll tell thee News; O#avia's dead, 
She's cold, alas, but I am hot as Fire. | 
You amiable Floods, where do you ftray ? | 
Oh, come and quench me, quench my raging Flames. 
Hav. O hear me Heavens; hear me, you juſt great 
[f till your Ears are open to our Prayers, |  (Gody 
If yet you hold Commerce with mortal Si 
If yet the Vows of humble Souls are heard, 
Oh now look down, and hear my ſhort Addreſs : 
No fort of Suſtenance will I receive, 
Nor ſhall the ſparkling Bowl ſalute my Lips, 
Nor downy Sleep viſit my weary Eyes, 
Ler I the Author of this Murder know. 
Brit. Tis like thee, thou wer't always a true Friend, 
in a bright flaming Chariot I'll aſcend. 
herd, Oh Ofavia, my dear Loves, 
ou Queens of Innocence, you ſpotleſs Doves, 
Meet me, I come. Flavius, nay, prithee nigher ; 
hus, in thy Arms, let me, kind Youth, expire. [ Diet. 
Flay. Farewel, bright Soul, thou royal Excellence; 
Rare Union; Grandeur join'd with Innocence: 
he Fates of wicked Men are groſs and flow ; 
line moy'd apace but I forgot my Vow. 


7 


mov'd 


Vor. III. F Enter 


Break, 


| TI anſwer thee no farther. 


My Vow I have perſorm'd; and thou, dear Prince, 
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Enter Petronius, Burrhus, 28765 Guards. 


Bur. *Tis done, my Lord, ne*er doubt it. 
Pet. What is he? | 

Bur. "Tis Havius new teturn'd from France, he cane 
Juſt as the Prince had drunk the poiſon'd Wine. 

Pet. That was not quite fo well, for he is honeſt; 
But take no notice. Where's the Prince give way, 
How came he dead? Charge you ſpeak, anſwer me. 
Lay hold of all, in the Name of the Emperor. 


Flay. Hands off, I will declare the Author of F 
This horrid Murder. Speak, who fill'd his Wine? C 
Bur. That, Sir, did I. A 
Har. Then thou art his Murderer. | T 
Start not, baſe Villain, black as thou art, the Prince T 
With his laſt noble Breath did pardon thee. $0 
Bur. Sir, I was order d——- 7. 
Flay. Ha! is it then a Truth? A; 
Bur. I know not; bu. Lo 
Flav. Thou ly'ſt; it is too true. - 


Guilt and Diſtraction fit upon thy Brow : | 

And *tis as true that thou ſhalt dye for't, Villain. (Dram. 
Pet. Hold, Sir ; by what Authority dare you do this? 
Flav. Why, by the Gods, by Friendſhip, Juſtice, all: 


Pet. Ha! forbear. | 
Take him or kill him, Guards, I do command you. 
Flavius beats don Petronius, and kills Burrhiw; 
the Guards diſarm Flavius. 
Flev. Pardon, ye Gods, my former Blaſphemy; 
O you are juit, and I adore your Powers. 
Now lead me where ybu pleaſe, to Life or Death, 
Let me but pay my laſt Obſervance here, | 


Art in ſome part reveng'd. What my poor Power 
Could poſſibly effect, is done; the reſftt 
Belongs unto the Gods. = 
Pet. Remove the Bodies, and bring him away. 
* 4 [Exc 
SC ENI 


* 
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SCENE H. 


Plautus, Mirmilon. 


Plaut. Hear you the News ? 

Mir. Not 1; you ſeem amaz'd. Rh 

Plaut. A Courier from beyond the 4/ps arriv'd, 
Reports the French are all in Arms, reſolv'd 

To bring the War ev'n to the Gates of Rome; 

Fierce Vindex heads the Rebels, and all France 
Contributes largely. This the Emperor hears, 

And laughs ; lights them, and ſwears he'll hang em all. 
The People mutiny in every Street, 

Their Tongues are lawleſs, nay they murmur loud; 
Some modeſtly retire to Corners, where 

They curſe and dam him, call him Parricide, 

A Burner of their Houſes, Friends and Gods. 

Lo where he comes; the Lion's rous'd, his Eyes 
Look red with Anger, Lightning flaſhes in them 
What Thunder follows, let's ſtand by and hear. 


ace 


(Dram: 
1 do thu! 


tice, 1 Hav. Was't ace wel done? I did his Murd'rer kill. 


Ner. Know, hardy Fool, he ſuffer'd by my will; 
«0 | hated him, and did his Death contrive : 
* Burks! Now, Villain, think how long thou haſt to live. 
Flav. To live? Oh, who would live thy Humour's 
A Torment worſe than blackeſt Devils have. (Slave ? 
7 et Paraſites, the Moths of Grandeur, fawn, 5 
1 Theſe gilded Canker-Worms, Ambition's Spawn; 
* do deſpiſe thee, Tyrant as thou art, 
here's nothing great nor manly in thy Heart. 
er Are you fo hot, I'll alter your fierce Tone: 
F1autus, go burn the Villain; ſee it done. 
Hav. Midſt of devouring Flames I will deſpiſe 
| il! that the Maſter Devil thou, 
"ey Ex Ur the black Crew of leſſer Fiends deviſe. 


Nero, F lavius, Guards. 


Ince, 
wer 
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Thou ſhalt not hear a Groan till I expire; 
But then I'll ſhout Defiance from the Fire, ; 


Smile at the Shock of Death, and to the Gods retire. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter Petronius. 


Pet. Dread Sir, two Meſſengers who come from S/ ir, 
Report that Ga/ba does new Wars maintain, 
Heads the revolted Troops, and joins with Fance; 
The Germans too come in, and all advance 
Againſt your Majeſty. 
'Ner. Tl hear no more: Is Ga/ba falſe? 
Pet. They call him Emperor. 
Ner. They do! but what's the Name without the Power? 
Let him coine on, this Arm ſhall ſtrike him dead, 
And ſnatch his borrow'd Laurels from his Head. 
Pet. Your Treaſures are conſum'd with late 
Ner. His gather'd Sums ſhall help-that Indigence. 
Pet. Time flies; tis fit your Wiſdom had degg rd 
Ner. Do you conſult while I my Pleaſures mind. 
Oh my Poppea, where art thou retir'd ? 
Never was Bleſſing 
So oft enjoy'd, yet 1 fil ſo much deſird. 


SCENE Wm. 


Poppea, Piſo, and Otho /iftening. 


Pop. Are t + 6 — Piſo and Otho too? 

Ph I ſaw them firſt oppoſe the Tyrant's Rage, 
With numbers, ſcorning Death, they did engage ; 
The God of Battles bluſh'd as he look'd on, 
Envying the juſt Applaufe theſe Heroes won. 

Pop. Virtue is ſtill by Violence oppreſt. 
How his Eyes ſparkle; Pray relate the reſt. 

Piſo. J have my ſelf the doubtful Hazard ſtood 
Of fifteen Battels, plung'd in Waves of Moods 


[Exeunt, 


Or n 
Since 
Since 
Since 
And 
If wt 
'Tis f 
Fancy 
Let F 
Henc 


dit, 


ver? 


cunt, 


The 


Be ſwift, my Sword, her Luſt and Life diſpatch, 


T he Tragedy of Nero. 123 
The dreadful Caſt on Fortune's Bank I threw, EET 
Life was my Lot; yet ſtill in all my view 

Ot Wounds, of War, and Death, I never ſaw 

Such pleaſing Horror, ſuch delightful Awe, - 

Such mighty Force and Art together laid, 

Never was Game of Death ſo bravely play'd: 

At laſt, Oh that I live ſach News to tell ! 

With conqu'ring tir'd, theſe Sons of Valour fell. - 

Pop. Oh Power of Love! his Words my Soul invade z 
Sure tis ome God delighting in a Shade: | 
The Glories of his Eyes, like Stars in Night, 

Or mourning Beauties, charm my wounded Sight. 

Since Honours are by Cæſar round me hurl'd, 

Since I am made the Empreſs of the World. 

Since all's my Choice, why do I doubtful ſtand, 

And wiſh a Pleaſure which I may command? 

If when I die I muſt to Torments go, 

'Tis fit no Time be loſt ; let Pleaſures flow. 

Fancy its eager Appetite ſhall cloy ; | F. 

Let Reſolution holy Qualms deſtroy : _ 

Henceforth, whate'er I like, I will enjoy. 
[Exit, beckoning Piſo. 


Otho ſolus. 
0 Hell! her Crimes thy Horrour cannot match; 


This Key unlocks all Doors throughout the Court. 
Are you ſo wanton ? Ves, you ſhall have Sport. 
How am I robb'd of all I ever lov'd * 

My Soul is heavy, and would be remov'd. 

Once ſhe was fair, the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt Wife 

My Heart's lov'd Joy, the Jewel of my Life : 

Hed ſhe ſtood ſo, how happy had I been? 

But ſhe is fall'n, and glories in her Sin. 

Ah! the whole Sex is naught, falſe and unkind ;. 
Falſer than flatt'ring Seas, or fleeting Wind: 

With panting Hopes and Fears they rack our Breaſt, 
dnatch our ſoft Sleeps, and raviſh downy Reſt: 


F 3 Oh» © 
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Oh, they are ſxill'd, practis'd in Paint and Art, 
Smile in our Face, and ſtab us to the Heart. 
Yet we ſee all, think nothing is unſpy'd, 

While they, like Serpents, on their Bellies glide, 

And leave no Print behind our Search to guide. 

| [Exi, 
Poppea, Piſo. 


Piſo. War is my Miſtreſs; here I am unfit: 
Love's Chaplet misbecomes a Warriour's Head; 
I cannot cringe, my Nerves too firm are knit; 
Theſe Limbs ne'er lay upon a filken Bed. 
Can you, that are the World's great Empreſs, take 
Delight in the Embraces of a Slave ? | 
Pop. The Sun, for thy lov'd Cheek, did Heav'n forſake; 
Why ſhould not I the like Advantage have? 
From a bright Orb of Glory I'll deſcend, 
And in thy gloomy Cell make my abode ; 
No more a Slave ; henceforth thou art my Friend: 
A Cottage has, &er now, recciv'd a God. 
Piſs. Who ever knew Night mingle with the Day? 
Pop. Nothing agrees with Love fo well as Night; 
Huſh'd, and in Darkneſs hid, the Baſhful play, 
And, happy as the Bold, raviſh Delight; 
'The moſt obdurate are by Kindneſs won. 
Your Touches charm ; nay why do you withdraw? 
Grove thus, like a ſoft Cloud upon the Sun; 
My powerful Flame thy icy Fears will thaw. _ 
Pijo. Your Grandeur awes me; yet, why ſhould I fear? 
Something there is which my Blood ftrangely moves; 
I am your Slave: But are we private here:? 
Pop. As Hermits in their Cells, or Gods in Groves. 
Piſo. Why did you name the Gods? that ſacred Sound 
The Force of Thunder bears, and turns my Blood: 
My Spirits fly low, yet with your Touch rebound, 
Like wanton Swallows when they kiſs the Flood. 
Pop. Such Fears unworthy are my Blood or Throne; 
Give me a Fancy fix'd to its Delight: 


Tres 


Jam! 
In pit) 
She w 
'Twas 
But m 
Then! 
This, 
0th 
Peace, 
[ feel a 
Look, 
Piſo. 
And ha 
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To ſee 
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Look u 
But ſhet 
Oh anſi 
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Trembling and Starts the Fearful well may own'; 
The Valiant ſtill refuſe a diſtant Fight. 


| Enter Otho. 


Oth. Here's one that fain would try your mighty Art: 


What mean you? e'er the Fight's begun, you ſtart. 
Pop. Night, Horror, Death ! Ah, whither ſhall I fly, 
Oth. Can you be valiant, and yet fear to die? | 
Pop. Thus at your feet let me one Moment grow; 

A little Reſpite for my Soul allow. 

Repentance ſeizes on each vital Part, 

And ſerious Grief now clings about my Heart ; 

Yet, e're I die, let me my Thoughts declare, 

Oh you are wrong, my ſtill lov'd Lord, you are: 

Your Bed's defil'd, and I am all one Stain ; 

But yet my Blood may waſh me white again. 

By killing me, you only can forgive; 

Jam ſo wicked, that I would not live. 

In pity ſay this of me, when I'm dead, 

She was not eaſily to Ruin led; 

'Twas not a common Crown her Virtue bought, 

But mighty Glory with great Courtſhip wrought ; 

Then ſhe was young : 

This, Sir, perhaps, may mitigate my Fault. | 
Oth. Her cunning Tongue retains its wonted Charms. 

Peace, Syren, and hold off thy guilty Arms. 

feel a gentle Load drop on my Feet; 

Look, Piſo, I ſuſpect, but dare not ſee't. 
Piſe. Oh do not, Sir: My Eyes by chance did ſtray, 

And half my Reſolution's ta en away. 

dhe weeps, ſhe weeps : Gods ! who would not admire 

To ſee ſuch Flbods riſe from a Spring of Fire? 
Orth. Yes, I will ſee her. O thou Falſe one, ſpeak, 

For thou ſhalt die, FEST: » 

Tho' with the fatal Stroke my own Heart break. 

Look up, ſeek not to hide thy own Diſgrace; 

but ſhew thy fair, thy falſe, thy once-lov'd Face: 

Oh anſwer me, what have I ever done, 


That thou ſhouldſt uſe me thus? ceaſe thy vain Moan, 
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And ſpeak, or practiſe o'er thy mournful Art, 
And — Anſwer. Oh my troubled Heart ? 
Pop. Yes, I will ſpeak, my — Lord, I will; 


Tis but a ſhort Requeſt, Be kind and kill 


* Your Words like Daggers thro' my Breaſt make way; Pi 
A thouſand Deaths you give me by delay. ge i 
This one laſt Look——Oh put me out of pain: 

Pl f no more z | 

3 my Eyes ever look forth again. | — 
Otb. A mortal Agony invades my Blood; And 

Something now whiſpers me, ſhe may be good.: Ner 

And ſhall we blaſt young Virtue in the Bud! Oh m 

An Earthquake's here, in all Confuſion tot ; 'Tis fe 

In the Diſorder too, Revenge is loſt. Hadſt 
Piſ. Here you ſhall find it, let me give the Blow. The l 
Orh. Thou art ſo haſty ill. Piſ 
Piſ. And you as flow. 3 
Oth. She ne'er offended thee; I charge you hold. And 't 
Piſ. His old Love burns again. Ner 
Oth. Alas! I'm cold. Tot ha 

Compaſſion this laſt Ardency did move; Piſe 

"Twas the Effect of Pity, not of Love. 07 

| May a 

Enter Nero. Ner 

. Mark 1 

Ner. The Empreſs dying ! hold thy bloody Hand. Tortu: 
Piſ. If thou wouldft ſave her Life, I charge thee ſtand; WM The R 
The Bound of thy Progreſſion there ſhall be, With « 
When'er thou ſtir'ſt, On fie! 
She takes a ſtep to Immortality. Their 
Ner. Shall I be brav'd by a : black Dog, a Slave ? "leath 
Hold, hold: A wor 
My Pardon on my knees humbly thus I crave. My Li 
Stiff as an Elephant, I cannot bend: | Where 
My little Fault let this Submiſſion mend. Pla 
Pijo. You ſtirrd an Inch: 'tis vain to weep or pray. Ner. 
Ner. Thou Son of Night, pernicious Creature, ſtay : II ſee 
I'th' name of all the Gods, Oh let her live; | Who a 


Let me this Bounty on my Knees receive, 


And 


Aud 
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And thou, in all my Glories, ſhalt have ſhare ; 
Thy ſooty Hand ſhall the World's Scepter bear, 
And Diamond Wreaths ſhall round thy Temples mourn, 
And pearly Threds thy jetty Neck adorn. 

Pi/. Juſt as you move, my Juſtice ſhall proceed: 
She ſhall not die this time, tho* ſhe muſt bleed. 
| [Stabs ber in the Arms 
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Mr. What haſt thou done? 
Piſ. Not much: Your Poſture keep, 
And ſtir not, leſt I make a Wound more deep. 
Ner. Behold I'm fix'd ; thou art not humane ſure, 
Oh mighty Love | 
Tis for thy ſake I this Diſgrace endure. 
Hadſt thou a generous Soul, thou couldſt not ſee 
The Lord o'th* World thus long upon his knee. 
Piſ. Like a tall Tree to dull Earth thou ſhalt grow: 
You were a mighty God awhile ago, 
And 'tis my Pride to make your Godhead bow. } 
Ner. I cannot ſuffer this. Awake, my Soul, : 
Let haughty Rage all Thoughts of Love controul. 
Piſo. Nay, then 'tis time: Brother, ſtrike home. 
Otho. I have: | 
May all her Faults be buried in her Grave. (bear; 
Mer. Hence from my ſight; the Slaves to Torment 
Mark me, let them be dying all the Year. | 
Tortures in this ſmall Book you may explore, | 
The Rack, the Wheel, Phalaris“ Bull; - nay more, 
With care turn all the bloody Pages o'er : 
On fiery brazen Pavements let 'em run, 
Their Eye-lids ftretch, and let them face the Sun. 
Sdeath, dare you ſtay? begone, I will not hear | 
A word——what need I thus my Spirits tear ? 
My Looks hereafter ſhall my Mind declare. 
Where is the Empreſs? bring her to my Bed. 
Plaut. The Empreſs, ſaid you Sir? Alas! ſhe is dead. 
Ner. Villain, thou ly'ſt, go pull his Tongue out, haſte ; 
I'll ſee the Roots on't ; fly, h' has ſpoke his laſt, 
Who anſwers now ? Statues, by Heaven ! All dull ? 
Mir. If ſhe were dead 
Ner. What then ſententious Fool? 
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 O:ho and Piſo from your Guards are freed, 


If ſhe were dead, I would reſtore her Breath, 
And ſhe ſhould live 


Spite of her ſelf, ſpite of the Gods, and Death. — 
My Power's unlimited, as is their own : And N; 
My Smile brings Life, and Death-attends my Frown. The G. 
My Empire's Bounds Nature alone does make ; At hom 
The Sun his Lodging in my Sea does take, ] would 
'The grateful God too owns the mighty Debt, And the 


Thaws-me down Clouds, and pays me gen'rous Heat. WW: they 


If ſhe were dead! Ill ſtanc 

Curſe of your cringing and baſe Flattery: | Down's 
Ye're Lyars all; hence from my Preſence fly. 

| If ther 

| Enter Druſillus. Speak : 

| ENS : | O difm 

Druſ. Loſt and undone! Fly, ſacred Sir, you're loſt; ¶ Trembl 

Galba is juſt arriv'd upon our Coaſt, I know 

With fourſcore thouſand ftrong he beats the way, What ( 

The treach'rous Senate too, their Truſt betray ; By thee 


Thro' all the Streets proclaim him Emperor; 

But call you Tyrant, curſe your Name and Pow'r. [Exi. 
Mir. Fly, fly, dread Sir ! fly from this fatal Ground: 

The baſe Plebeians have beſet you round. 

Petronius, who a while ſuſtain'd their Heat, 

I faw all bloody from the Walls retreat. 


All Rome applauds them for this laſt great Deed. [Ex 
Enter Petronius faggering. | 


Ner. Speak, my true Friend ; I'll be advis'd by you, 
What more remains in theſe Extremes to do. 
Pet. With faithful Truth, Sir, I have ſerv'd you long; 
Yours was the right, I did wy ſelf the wrong: 
But now it matters not, 'twas Loyalty, 
And, as I liv'd, I in your Service die. 
My Counſel is, You by your own Hand bleed. 
The Senate has by ſome poor baſe Death decreed. 
Death's but a Name, by my Example fall ; x | 
I fear no Lakes, nor Stygian Frogs: that's all. (0 
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Mr. O Gods! but wherefore nam'd I theſe feign'd 
Were always as they are, and will be ſo, 

And Nature her eternal Round will go. 
The Gods when we're awake, their Demons keep 
At home, and only fright us when we ſleep. 
| would the utmoſt know of Deſtiny, 
And therefore, dying, do their Powers defy. 
. If they have any Thunder, let it come; 
[ll ſtand the heavy Shock, and brave my Doom. 
Down all at once Ha whence proceeds this Noiſe ? 


" [Thunder. 
If there be Gods, ſure this muſt be their Voice: 
Speak on, talk louder yet; what Shapes are theſe ; 
o diſmal Scene of Death ! My Arteries 
; rremble, and Nature ſinks beneath her Weight. 
| know you all: Smile on, thou art my Fate; 
What God was'c hung thee there? He is my Friend; 
By thee he Points me out a noble End. [ Dies. 


Ocho, Piſo, Attendants. 


Oth. Tis he, and as it ſeems by himſelf ſlain: 
Rinz's ſacred Genius, now look forth again; 
Come from thy Shroud, ſhow thy majeſtick Head, 
Direct our Joys, the dreadful Tyrant's dead. 
Pij. Let's to the Forum, haſte, and there proclaim 
\ mighty Donative in Ga/ba's Name. 
th all the Pomp o'th* Court his Camp we'll meet, 
ind his Approach with joyful Shoutings greet ; 
Froclaim him Emperor with Trumpets Sound 
While he, now made a God, ſhall ſcorn the Ground) 
don our Shoulders ride with Laurels crown'd. 


5805 


Dies, 
Nt. 
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To Her GRACE 
%. 9 
. 


PORTSMOUTH. 


MADAM, 


Witty, than making Approaches 
to the Fair: Nay, I am confi- 
dent the moſt renowned Con- 
querour, even Alexander himſelf it he now 
lud, would rather ſtand expos'd alone to 


G 3 the 


DEDICATION. 
the Javelins of an enrag'd —— than 
make his Addreſs to a Beauty 4 
arm'd as your Grace. The . 
that ever conſtant Sneceſs and as Ay. 
plauſe \ ul ramps _—_— erz to 
0 k before you: Judge then unfit I 
= blaſted in my hopes, and preſs d i in my 
growth by a moſt ſevere, if not unjuſt For- 
tune. Tis greatly done to raiſe the de- 
preſs'd, which makes me apply my ſelf to 
your Grace, who, as you are the brighteſt, 
are likewiſe the nobleſt Object in the 
World : You enliven, like the Sun, with 
nniverſal Influence; which induces me to 
pant that a Beam from your Grace may 
reac 


We bumbleſt of 


Your Servants, 


Nat. Lee 
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Spoken by Mrs. ROCHE. 


Cryd, Madam, ſtay, flay but one Minute more ; 
But 1 your. Servant left him at the Door. 
Ih dear, and yet how dreadful is the Night, 
Dat makes a Poet, or undoes him quite? . 
Such is the Night, tuben a kind-bearted Maid 
Becomes 4 Sacrifice to Bridal-bed : 
She fears to give what yet ſhe wiſhes paſt, 
Cries fy ne, and drives it to the laſt. 
If tobe brought oth” Stage ſo much can fright, 
What Devil makes you all ſo mad to write? 
But hold, let me. confi der | 
1 Vit which was formerly bat Rrersatiun, 
20. I wn become 1h Buſineſs of the Nation; 
Prentices write Lampoons, your Fuſtites 
Have Quirks for Courtiers late Debaucheries, 
4d Conſtables with Quibblis break. the Peace. 
lor formal Citizen turns Man of Senſe, 
And bas to Ingenuity Pretence: | 


PRO LOG UE il 


E whoſe Attempt is ſhown this Night to pleaſe, 
Bebeld me entring, and my Arm did ſeize, 


Irrats Miſs in Box, which was but Punk. with you, 
bripes her craz'd Knee, and treads upon her Toe, 
And cries, J fact, my dear, this Play will do; 
With Beard preciſe his Verdict dares pronounce, 
Who by Predeftination is a Dunce : 

dll will be cenſuring a Man that writes, 

and praiſe or damn him like a Man that fights. 


| - Should fill puſs forward when they're. enter d in; 
| Till certain of Applauſe they write tviih Ea, 
And with juſt Forces are reſalv'd to pleaſe : 
The little Wits of courſe will then obey, | .. 


Ow - 


With Bolangſs therefore both ſhould be inſpir'd, 
De Stout and Witty ſhould alike be fir d:: 
| Poets, like Men of Courage, that begin, 


pu, 5 


And brifely ſwear the faſbionable wa, F 

To all that thoſe infipidly can ſay: © e 
So 4 young ſbarp-ſet Bully- 

With Famine pinched, and much given 15 . Vt 

Who thirfts for Fame, but thirfts*much more for Drink, 

Reſolves to periſb, or inhance his Name, 

And gives not ver till he proves Cock ot Game; 

Then he who lately ſeem d like Winter bare, 

Comes forth like Summer looſely clad and clear ; 

He drives the Squires with Breath of Pantaloons, 

And the leaſt Nord he ſpeaks is Blood and Wounds. 


” x | 1 5 * 
4 / 920 2 4 — 4 , * A — i > 
Op N ; - 1 wy n. = 2 2 
wy — — * A 4 — N " SY) V- — 5 
N . 7 — / IF 4 V 1 * ,* | — ö 


EPI LO GUF 
Spoken by Mr. HAYNES. - 


OUR Servant, Gentlemen: *Tis a long Time 
Since I had th' Honour to converſe with you in Rhint; 
They told me at other Houſe y had left us quite, 


And I was going to hang my ſelf out-right, 
But for the Hepes of pleaſing you to Night: + 
For whats inſipid Life to them or me, 
Without the favour of your A ? 

Good faith Pm very glad to ſee you here, 
"Tis well you can at a new Play appear: 
This Winter you forſaking all the Old, 

Kept up one while of a damn'd pocky Cold; 


N 
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Some few came here, but who the Lord can tell, 

All were ſprunt up lite Snails within their Sli: 
Huge Brandenburgh had ſo diſguisd each ont, 
That from your Coachman you could ſcarce be known ; 

And then you droog'd as if half-drown'd you came | 
$cap'd from North-Holland, or from Amſterdam;  ,-7 
And cough'd, Hearn ſave you, with as graye's Marton, | 
A. you d been at Church, where tis Devotion. | 
The Ladies too neglecting every Grace, | 

Mobb'd up in Nightclothes, came with Lace to Face, 

The Two'r upon the Forehead all turn'd back, 

And fluck with Pins like th Man *th* Almanac. 


No longer in their dear Side-boxes fhin'd, UUW S 
But each ta Chamber-prafice did retire, La 
With Ale and Apples, and a Sea-coal Fire: | 
Now this Misfortune we by yours have found, 
Hur Cold ſtill flicks by us, tho" you are ſound. 
But, Sirs, what makes it now jo hard, I pray, 
Jo get you here but juſt at a new Play? 
Move play'd t oblige you all that's in our pov 78, 
Me've play d and play d our ſelves &en out of doors; 
And yet tue cannot find one way to fin ye, 
Va're grown ſo nice, I think the Devil's in ye. 
But hold, there's one way yet to get your Praiſe, 
Htreating you your Appetites may raiſe ; | 
Lampoons and Libels we for Plays muſt write, #: 
Critics, lite Lovers pall'd with their Delight, 
Always efleem thoſe Kiſſes beſt that bite. 
Well dial with you, Gallants, in your own way, 
bins; WY {nd treat you like thoſe Punks that love for pay; 

Cartwright and I, dre/s'd like troothundring Whores, 


With Rods will ſtand bebind the Play-houſe Doors, 
4 firk ye up each Day to Pleaſures duly, 
4: Jenny Cromwell does, or Betty Buly. 
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The Miſs, thoſe Delights of human kinds. 
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Dzxamaris PRRSONA. 


Auguſtus Cæſar. Mr. Mohan. 

Cæſario. | Mr. Hart. 

| Mr. Kenafton. 
Mr. Lydall. 
Mr. Cartwright. 
Mr. Griffx. 
Mr. Clark. 
Mr. Pozvel. 

Mr. Harris. 


Mrs. Marſpall. 
Mrs. James. 
_ Mrs. Corbet. 


SCENE, The Palace of Auguſtus Czfir. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
4 Bargret. E ner. Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas ; Ovid 
fellowing with Muſick, and fings while the Emperor - 


fits melancholy. 
ih SONG. 


ann * 7 Bun no longer uſurp your high Mind, 
DER But to Dalliance give way, and to Pleaſures 
| G be kind ; | gy 
1 RAS Let Buſineſs to morrow, to morrom imply, 

&» CEPRE Bu to day the ſhort Bleſſing let's cloſely 


exjey: 
Ltt's frolick below, till they bear us abort; 
10 Cæſar we'll Hing, to Cæſar and Jove. 


From Buſineſs we'll ramble, like Bridegrooms unkrard, 
dil furfeit on Pleaſures tobich others but taſte: . 


2 


. 


1 "- 


140 _ Gloriana; or, the © 
Well laugh till we weep on the Breaft of the Fair, 
Ana the Tears that we ſhed ſball the Treſpaſs repair. 
Mell vow that below we but 28 thuſe abo. 

bo never repent, yet are always in lo. 


Ov. Vaſt are the Glories, Cæſar, thou haſt won, 
To make whoſe Triumphs up, the World's undone: 
The Indians from the Eaſtern Parts remote, 8 
To thee the Treaſure of their Shrines devote: 
Whole Trees of Coral, which they div'd for low, 
That in the Walks of Neptunzs Palace grow, 
With Tritons trumpeting on ev'ry Bough; 

Pearls which the morning eyes of Thetis pay, 

When her cool'd Lover bolts thro' Waves away; 
And Diamonds that the Sun each Morning ſheds, 

Driving his Chariot o'er their ſooty Heads. 


And in their Waggon-houſes. penſive roam 
For thee they ſeek: Tis at thy Name they ſhake, 
And far off proſtrate Adorations make. 


They who the great Pellæas Victor's Arms 
Repell'd, ſeem Thunder- ſtruck at thy Alarms. 
Agr. The Parthians dreading Cæſar, Peace proclaim, ) 
Whoſe haughty Minds no Force could ever tame, 
Who the renown'd Mark Anthony o'ercame. 
And Craſſirs, who like ſome large Oak had ſtood 
The bruſh of warring Winds and Show'rs of Blood, 
His Army round him like an under- wood; | 
Theſe martial Rangers Root and Branches tore, 
And on their Creſts his trickling Heart-ſtrings wore. 
Oth. The World ſhou'd ſtretch to hold an Emperour, 
So tall in Vertue, and ſo wide in Pow'r. © 
Where e'er on Nature's peaceful face he treads, 
Her foremoſt rank of Sons ſubmit their heads; 
With ſmiles they all his God-like walkings greet, 
While Crowns and Scepters play about his Feet. 
Aug. Ceaſe this unwelcome Noiſe ; I fay, give o'er, 
Ye muſt not ſpeak, ſince I can hear no more: 
Take Wing like Angels, fly to Heav'ns Abodes, 
Tho' ye have Tongues might charm the Ears of * : 


; 


Merc. The Scyihians from their Northern Climate come, 
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They pleaſe not ine, for I am Diſcord al, 
Broke by my own that triumph in my fall. 
Barns and Out-houſes, or ſome rotten Hold. 
pleaſe the dark Birds better than Rooms of Gold. 
Why tell ye me of circumveſted Pride, | 
Of purpl'd Fame, and thouſand Cares beſide ? 
Give me but one or two ſoft happy Hours, 
And all the Greatneſſes of State be yours. 
Mec. What lifted Troubles your high Thoughts moleſt, 
And ſhake the Frame of your Majeſtick Breaſt ? WE. 
Ov. If ſome portentous Darkneis at Noon-day, | 
Should o'er the Heav'n deep dreadful Blacks diſplay, 
Without offence to Altars we might come, 
To know the Cauſe of ſuch a horrid Gloom.. 
Tis loyal Kindneſs urges our Deſire; 2. 
Speak, Ce/er, leſt we fin whilſt we enquire: | 
Mec. So huge and dark your Sorrow's Chaos grows, 
No glimm'ring Streak of Joy can interpoſe | 
Ov. Your mighty Care no Interval allows, 
All Muſings, Starts, and fad contracted Brows : 
Your Spirit, like old Night, e'er Day was made, 
; one ſubſtantial Darkneſs, ſolid. Shade. 
Aer. Laſt. Night, as at your Feet I waking lay, 
Viewing the golden Taper's watchful. Ray, 5 
| heard your Deeds, with Horrour wrapp'd. unfold. 
dad ſacred Things, and never to be told. - 
I aw you arm'd. from your toſs'd Bed ariſe, 8 | 


me, 


Aweful as Fove call'd by a Virgin's Cries, 
Starts with his 'Thunder to the curtain'd Skies : 
Honour you cry'd, then ſtalk'd about the Room, 
Thrice call'd, Scribonia, curſe upon thy Womb; 
Cutting the Air, you made three empty Blows, 
And then lay down, ſeeking with. Groans Repoſe. 
Mec. Een now ſtrong Sighs your royal: Fabrick tear, 
And with their violent Curſe torment the Air; 
ow from your Eyes conflifting Sorrows paſs, 


! 


er, ind yow in vain the ſtruggling Tears ſuppreſs. 
Aug. Oh my lov'd Friends! tis a harſh Truth; but ſtay 
will not out till. Tears have ſmooth'd its way: Ar 
ds: 


They Take, 
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Take it in one curs'd Word 5 my Action — J. 
The Canker of my Laurels, Valour's Bane, But l 
Of all great Evil, Vyalia be the Name, And, 
Who from the Womb of curſt Scribonia tines Henc 
Bluſhing in War I got the wanton Brood, My N 
The 3 of boiling Vouth, Froth of my Blood. Thy 
Agr. Some buſy Perſon with officious Tongue, Raiſe 
| [Ovid £0es out, 8o ne: 
Has offer'd to the Imperial Princeſs wrong. In cry 
Your Choice, Marcellus, dearly ſhe approves, To w. 
And whom you have adopted, highly love: It ſhal 
But being boundleſs born, and mark'd for Sway, Aug 
Cannot by Paſſion check'd nice Rules obey. ſult L. 
Mec. Vainly her Thoughts they gueſs by outward Form; Jul 
She may be calm within, without a Storm: Tread 
Her Heart from common view remov'd, lies deep, And p 
As Mines of Gold in Nature's Boſom ileep. And fl 
Aug. Rightly her Vertue by,a Mine you lay, And 80 
Where ev'ry luſty Slave may hew his way, Now c 
I know from thoſe that would not forge, ſſie is From { 
. Looſe, vain, a Mocker of our Deities. With t. 
Now by yon Heay'n ſhe has my Fury rais'd, Aug. 
And he s my Foe-by whom ſhe dares be Prais'd. Why ſl 
A Mine! of what? She is all counterfeit, Heav'n 
I've weigh'd her in the Ballance, found her light ; We talk 
But from my Heart the glitt'ring Droſs Ill tear, Provoki 
Like Glaſs to Duſt TIl pound the brittle Fair, When ( 
Then blow her to her Element the Air. E not 
| au Un 

Enter julia artendad. Jul. 

TT | That I 
Jul. That Roof 's too low, and all the Figures old, Think ) 
Fl have it new wought up in fretted Gold; To be t 


Nor ſhall thoſe Dorick Pillars long remain, 
e. — vaſt Ceiling ſhall it (elf ſuſtain. 

Not Venus in the proudeſt Robes ſhe wears, 
wit thouſand Crowns, and Trains of dragging Stars, 4 
Thoughts ſo high flown e' er knew, or e'er could ſtreich Aug. 
es Pride like this ambitious Wretch. - Jul. 


3 Ju 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 143 
Jul. Ceſar to Fove may claim the ſecond Place, 
But i with Juno will have equal Grace, F199 
And, when ſhe dares, match for the better Face. 
Henceforth I'll have all firſt unmix d, entire, 
My Meats prepar'd with elemental Fire. 
Thy Palace-walks with common Feet are worn, 
Raiſe flying Gardens on vaſt Columns born, 
out, o near to Heav'n, that ſcorning Tyber's Wave, 
In cryſtal Buckets we the Clouds may lave, 
To waſh the pendant Soil; ſo ſtrange to view, 
It ſhall Semiramis fam'd Groves outdo. 
Aug. Be Judges both, and then my Wrath forgive; 
ſult Livia! but tis paſt, ſhe ſhall not live. | 
Jul. Methinks already I am walking there, 
Tread the fring'd Banks, and breathe the vernal Air, 


And purple Cluſters round my Temple ſhine, 5 


— 
8 | 


And flowry mantling Amarant divine, 
And Senſe grows wanton as the luſty Vine. 
Now cloy'd methinks with the mellifluous Grove, 
From ſunny Meady to cool Receſs I move, 
With tall young Men that make immortal Love. | 

Aug. Since tis well known how kind you are to Senſe, _ 
Why ſhould you talk of a Removal hence ? 
Heav'n's Feaſts too thin for our quaint Palates are, 
We talk of Nectar, but how comes it there? [Scornfully. 
Provoking Banquets, rich Ambroſial Meat, * 
When Clouds they drink indeed, and Air they eat? 
Let not your Fancy from its Sphere be driv'n, 
You'll never like the flender Fare of Heav'n. 

Jul. Miſtake me not, tis for Variety 
That I E/yfum's Argent Fields would ſee: 
Think you that from your Throne I would remove, 
To be the gaudieſt ſtarry Queen above? N 
Twas not my purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there. . 
Id only go to Heaven to take the Air. 
Aug. Come, thou'rt not fit to live. 
Jul. Dread Father, why ? 
Aug. Thou art all Ill. 


Jul. Then 'Fm not fit to die. = 


ch 


Js 
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Death will the Hopes of Vertue's Growth prevent, 
But if you grant me Life, I may repent. 

Aug. I here pronounce her Stranger to my Blood, 

Stay not Revenge, that muſt not be withſtood. 

[Agrippa and Mecœnas Hold hin. 

Did not Virginius his own Daughter call 

To Death, and did ſhe not the Voice extol? 

She kiſs'd his Feet, and bleſs'd him in her Fall. ; 

Brutus his Sons gave up to angry Power, 14 

And with ſtern Viſage ſaid, They are no more. 

Theſe were juſt Victims to the Shrines of Fame, 

And got their Authors an eternal Name. 

Agr. Great Princeſs kneel, and his ſwoln Rage atone. 
Jul. Toaſk him pardon were a Crime to own. 
Aug. No, in her Obſtinacy let her fink, 

My Curſe purſue to the infernal Brink; 
| To Hell, to Hell Ill drive thy ſpotted Soul, 
Where in eternal 'Tortures ſhe ſhall.roll, 

Turn round, and ſhriek with Pain in livid Fires; 
And when for Eaſe the weary Wretch aſpires 

To thoſe bright Thrones which ſhe did once blaſpheme, 
Toa new Hell Heav'n ſhall the Fiend condemn. 

From Beds of Flames where thou didſt lie and roar, 
Whirlwinds ſhall bear thee hot all reeking o'er, 

And ſweating Drops of Blood, and round thee blow, 
Then plunge thee in th Abyſs of Ice and Snow. 

Jul. All that is Earth of me is in your Hand, 4 
But, Sir, my Spirit's not at your command. G 4 
T have a Soul, that, when my Body dyes, = 
Shall mix with the immortal Deities. 

Nor can the awful Puff of Cz/ar's Name: 
Blow out this Spark of the etherial Flame: 
Spite of the Clouds your Fury's Tempeſt wears, 
Fllup and ſcorn your Anger from the Stars. 
Aug. She's all o'er Woman Abſtract of her kind. 
And all the Sex is crouded in one Mind: 
Her very Thoughts | 
Are Woman in the Bud, tho' yet unblown;. 
Zut all her Words are pregnant Woman grown. 


Jul. 
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Jul. Why was U deſtin d te be born'above, / | & N £ 
By Midwife Honour to the Light canvey gy vs ci 1 2 
Fame's Darling, the bright Infant of high Love, 


* Crom nd, and in Empire's golden Cradle laid? 

"'". WH Rock'd by the Hand of Empreſſes, that yield 
Their Scepters form'd to Rattles for my Hand. 
Born to the Wealth of the green floating Field, 4 2 


And the rich Duſt of all the — Land? 
And why did Fate ſo vaſt a Dowry give, 
As renders me a Conſort fit for Jos; . 
Unleſs ſhe meant that I ſhould looſely live, 
And free from Cares below, as Gods above ? | 
4ug. Quench, ' quench, y' immortal Powers, theſe 
| homebred Jars, 
Tho! all the Earth revolt, and wage freſh Wars: 
Raiſe from the Dead Mark Anthony again, 
Once more let's try our Fortunes on the Main, N 
To #gypt back let all the Spoils be brought, © a 
And let em with freſh' Blood, more Wounds, be bought: 
Lean Caſſius, god-like Brutss riſe, combine, w 
Nay with the Mempbian black Armado j join; 
Dip (ev'n your Heels) all o'er in Stygian Lake, 
And more than Achillean Hardneſs take: (Lg 548 
Hire all the Winds,” immortal as you are. 8 


* 


Again to Adtium I your Ghoſts will dare, 
And into Atoms drive the gather d Air. 

Ar. Stop nat the Torrent of his Nang * 
Give it full courſe, and it will ſoon aſſwage. bY 
Aug. Thus Pyrrbus, whom no manly Force could 
At laſt 1 by a. Woman fell. auell; 
0 Jupiter! dread King of Heav'n and Nome, Lal. 

let Death, but no Diſhonour, be my doom: 

That Julias Name no more may cleave my Head, | 

Strike me for ever deaf, deafas the Dead. 

Oh Julia but for thee my Fame had paſt, | 

dhew'd like a cryſtal Rock to Ages laſt; 

Exh Luſt of thine like an envenom'd Dart, * 

lla drank the Life-blood of thy Father's n SANTOS. 
Jul. That 1 am innocent 2 | 


ind. 


Aug. 


1 Obodanaz WT N 

Aug. I thou art 1 nn 1 Eu Nd ans 
But make no ſords ont: Ga, wits 1 
Leis lite 


Agr. Your Wars in Spain a £1 2a Period. have, 
And all applaud Marcallus as moſt brave. 
Who in his firſt Eſſay your Foes o'erthrew,. , 
And could ſuch Wonders in his Non-age "le 
'  Mec. Equal ta him the valiant, brave, — 
Plangus, ſo fam'd, ruſh thro all Hazards on; 
Of Birth unknown, but of high Blood in Was, 
Who with Marcellur did the Triumph ſhare ; 
Marcellus, who adopted Cæſar ſtands, © 
And, under you the conquer'd Earth 3 
Agr. F — loudly ſpeaks the Deeds which he has done, 
Firſt ſhews the Father, and then draws the Son. 
Aug. Ev'n he has guilty been, and as tis _ 
Ce/ario, whom we thought in Ægypt dead, 
This brave Marcellus harbour d in his Tent ; 
Such News was to my Empreſs Livia ſent. 
But once more by my Father's Soul I ſwear, _ 
If that young King of Kings in Rome appear, ACE 
The Parthian Empire ſhall not fave his Head, | 
Pil give ten thouſand Talents for him dead. 
Mec. Diſpel thoſe * that —_—_ on un n 

And I will ſpeak. | 

Aug. Full Freedom we ans. - | oY 
Mec. Againſt Cæſario be not thus "evo tha 
At leaſt not openly your Wrath declare; 
By private Inftruments his Hopes abate, - 
Which more agrees with your own Rules of State. 
Agr. Tis now'd (for ſure ſuch Secrets cannot lleep} 

That you in private Glariana keep, FE; 

Th' illuſtrious Pompey's Daughters I adviſe, 45 
That your white Age would Beauty's Gloſs deſpiſe: 
Let not the Nations blame your being old, 

Nor think of loving now your Blood is cold. 

Aug. Furies l and Hell! Lam become their Sport: 
They flout me How ! ye elder Slaves o * Court, 
Come feel my Arms, and = to be more bold, 

__ I not fit to love? Ha! am I old? 
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[Lays bis Hand on bis gane. 

nd make ye know what tis affront a Prince. 

Agr. Our Deaths are in your Hands, act as you pleaſe. 

Mer. Your Frowns, not Death, our Souls. with ter- 
ror ſeiae. 

Aug. No, ye regard me not, not lms) 8 

know your Hearts you wiſh' C2/ario here, 

ere — in my Throne, ungrateful as ye are, 

y me prefer'd in Peace, advanc'd-in War. 

Ar. You are the beſt of Kings. 

Aug. No, I'm the worſt, 

pid, moroſe, tyrannical, aceurd. | 

like old Saturn, muſt forego my Sphere, 

ou're for a mad young hery Jupiter. 

ſet this remember in your Thund'rer's Reign, | itt it, 

he _ _— ſhall never come Rags! [Exeant. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
The Palace-Hall. 
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wo = Ara. So Rumour ſpreads it. 
7 0 1 Ce/. Ha! 
5 Araſ. Tis true; 
| His Fears the old Proſcription now 
renew, | 
at is the Man, he faid, that brings him dead, 
give ten thouſand Talents for his Head. 
i dreadful Noiſe from Cæſars F ury broke, 
i Guilt, like Wildfire, thrill'd him as he ſpoke. | 
Ye Lean, | 
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Lean. He thought you long ago in Ægypi ſhin, 
But with late bn DE yer liv'd again ; Lea 
Then tore his Hair, and mad with Choler, ſaid, And 1 
Auguſtus lives not till Cæſario's dead. For tl 
Cæſ. Then C#/ar*s loſt, and ſhall in Chaos lie, Well 
Since tis not to be thought that 1 ſhould die, Let M 
Immediate from the Loins of Julius ſprung, While 
Like Hercules from Fove, for ever young, Ce, 
In Battles big as Mars, and full as ſtrong. Mis b 
Araſ. Vet you're a Man. | Then 
Cæſ. Said you of me? "T'was poor: This b 
A Man! Araſpes, I was always more. „Lee 
When me in Swadling-bands the Nurſes rock'd, 0 = 


My Soul was full with godlike Courage ſtock'd ; 
The Sounds which firſt my wond'rous Voice did move, The K 
Were Father Julias, and my Grandfire Zove': 
Eon in my Childhood I was more than Man, And 4 
Bears in my Nonage flew, and Stags out-ran. 


Leander, thou remembreſt, who art old, That 8 
When yet nine Winters I had ſcarcely told, Great ( 
A half-tary'd Lion in our Chaſe I brav'd, -- h And ſh 
And from his Jaws my panting Mother fav'd. Yet hay 

Lean. I faw him by your early Valour fall. Lean 


Cæſ. Fall !—by my Valour —ſaw him! Is that al! . C 
Thou ſpeak'ſt, Leander, as thou didſt repine ; f 
Thou ſhouldit have ſaid; it was an Act divine, ind bo 
A godlike AR, to ſee a ruddy Boy 
With Milk on's Lips, the royal Beaſt deſtroy. 
With my gay Sword, brandiſh'd above my Creſt, p00 
O'erſpread with Plumes, and with Queens Favours dref' 
I croſs'd the Savage, eager for his Prey, _ 
Who, daunted with: my Aſpect, ſhun'd the Fray; 
But I out-run him, tho' he got the ſtart; 
And fleſh'd my little Rapier in his Heart. 
By the dread Thunderer, from whom I came, 
Whoſe Hand caſt forked Bolts, and leaping Flame, 
Til tumble Headlong this Uſurper down, 
And from his Head tear the [mperial Crown. 
Araſ. Stay, Son of Ce/ar : whither would you run? 
Sorrow ſhall end what your blind. Wrath begun. 1 
Pp 0 


Mar. 
Ind fant 
e er dic 


ut drun 


Forgive me, if your Death I dare prevent. 
And force your Courage take another bent. 
Lean. Both you ſhall ſend to everlaſting Reſt | 
And ride to Ruin o'er this loyal Breaſt: 
For think not we can ſtay to ſee you die: 
We'll uſher you to Immortality, - 
Let Wit contrive, and Leiſure give to Time, 
While we inſtruct you this ſteep Throne to climb. 
Cæſ. Plots are the dark and back way to a Throne; 
Miſs but one Step, we roll with ruin down - 
Then let's away to quell with open Strife 
This baſe Uſurper that proſcribes my Life. 
Lean. Perhaps the Rumour's falſe, your Rage ſubdue, 
0 reak it here on us for being true. | 
Cæſ. Was I for this in Alexandria fam'd | 
The King of Kings, and Heir o'th' World proclaim'd ; 
While Vaſſal Princes did about me croud, 
And Afa's Chiefs of my Commands grew proud ? 
Did not our Mother periſh by his Arms, | 
That Source of Love, and ever-flowing Charms ; 
Great C/zopatra, who now drowns the Stars, 
And ſhews to Goddeſſes her glorious Scars ? 
Yet have I queſtion'd him for what was done ? 
Lean. We know you ne'er moleſted what he won. 
Cæſ. Nay, have 1 not of late his Foes o'erthrown ; 
His Standards fix'd 1'th* Heart of ſtubborn Spain, 
And bow'd her Neck to the old Yoke again? < 
ind dares he thus my Services reward ! [Draws. 
tand back, I'II kill him *midit of all his Guard; 
bo' at the Altar, in the Capitol, 
he purple Brute a Sacrifice ſhall fall. 


Oye, 


dres 
Marcellus meets bim. 


Mar. What prodigal of Life your Wrath has rais'd, 
nd fann'd the Flame with which your Checks are bla d? 
er did I ſee that Scabbard empty made, | 
ut drunken Slaughter hung upon the Blade. 


Ce. | 


run? 


For 
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Yet, Eagle like, I'll ſtrike my Quarry. high, (die! 
And from the Earth rebound him to the Sky 

Mar. Name me the Man too laviſſi of his Tongue, 
For Blows could ne'er the brave Cæſaris wrong: 

Name him aloud, but name me one that's great, 

. - Back'd with ſuch Troops as never knew 

And if he ſcape, let me no more be thought— [Drax, 
Cæſ. Hold, hold, Marcellus; Heav'n ! I had forgot 
That my great Foe is Father to my Friend: 

Down, my Roy: Thus all my Swellings end. 


[Sheaths his Smurl, 

Mar. What means this Change? 
* Nothing, Marcellus, now. 

Large are the Sums I to your Friendſhip owe: 

My Thoughts no more about Revenge debate, 
Tho Slaves Auguffus hires to work my Fate; 
Takes all my Titles, Scepters, fills my V Thrones, 
And plunders me of all my — 22 

- - Yet being kind te you, long may he live, 

While I learn Patience and my Wrongs forgive. 
Mar. How ! my Powers of Rage diſband ; 
My Sword at Ceſar Name falls from my Hand. 
o my Ce/ario, can you for my fake 2 
Forget the Sweets of juſt Revenge to take? 
Can you for me call back your ur ſallying Soul, 
Whoſe Wrath not Cæſar s — could elſe controul? 
This is a Point too 2. for Mankind, 
And which no future Virtue e er ſhall find. 
Ceſ. Believe me, Friend, believe me; for I ſwear 
By my high Father's Soul, twere eaſier far 
Back the revolted Univerſe to win, 
Than but our Paſſions Conqueſt to begin. 
Revenge and Friendſhip in my Boſom claſh'd, 
Like mountain Billows, each the other daſh' d; 


Still my uncertain Soul each Tempeſt blinds, ded the 
Like a dark Veſſekdriv'n by polar Winds: | ie Cal 
But you, like a propitious God, ariſe, + : 
On the blue Ocean ſhine the azure Skies, 
And now the beaten Mind at Anchor lies. 
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Virtue like yours, ſo high chat mine d none: 17 4 1 
You, as ſome vaſt Hill 'tonching Heav'n, appear; 
re near: bn Wa TILA 
Down from y eloudy Op efreſhings | , 

Faſt — Rills that water me belew : 

Valleys ; but Vapours can to Heav'n return, 

And I with Sighs your falling Favours mourn. 

Cz/. Darling of Romans, Virtue's faireft Child, 

At whoſe bleſt Birth the kinder Planet fmil'd ; 
Truſt me, thy Mother, when with Infant Charms 
The Matrons gave thee crying to her Arms, 

Not lov'd thee more; my Soul thou haft ſubdu'd, 
And damm'd the Torrent of my rifing Blood. 

Mar. Bow, ye bright Dwellers, bow all your Heav'ns - 

Impale his Brows with an immortal Crown; (down, 
Tho' Julius, whoſe high Name in living Gold 
z; in Fate's Book above the San enrolPd, 
With ſtarry Robes the World's great Heir enfold : : 
For all Earth's Glories he tranſcends as far, ; 
Gods above their humbleſt Victims are. | 

Cæſ. Ev'n while thou flatt'reſt me, thou lovely art, 

By Heav'n, young Man, thou haſt thy Soldiers Heart; 
And while I hold thee to my faithful Breaſt, 

Ceſar with Empire is not half ſo bleſt. 

On thy Heart's Throbs fo I triumphant ride, 

Firewel Ovations, and the Victor's Pride; 

No more ſhall big Ambition bend my Brow, 

Love me but ever as thou lov'ſt me now. 


Enter Narciſſa. 


Nar. Swift as chas d Harts before the Hunters fly 
ift as their panting Wearineſs'they throw ; 
Into ome Stream, my deareſt Brother, 
kun to thy Breaſt, and melt in Tears that flow. 
volt thou not view Joys peeping from my Eyes? 
Lic Caſement's open'd wide to gaze on thee ; 
0 Rome's glad Citizens to Windows riſe, 

ten they ſame young Triumpher fain would ſee. 


4. 


In dang rous Courts I much lament 
Thy Innocence which cannot ſafely 


8 


Such Secrets as no Heart but yours ſhou'd men 


That cruel Day when FOR urtle died. | 


to find - 
pals. . 

Cel She is the brighteſt that my ribs 7 | 
And if ſoft Pafſion could my Fierceneſs move, 


That Spring Complexion wou'd: my Wonder draw, 
Such unmix'd Sweets of Nature-I ſhould love. 


Mar. With Looks untaught thou wilt too rude appen, 


Expos'd to ev'ry . —.— e e & 24 
uy to thy Country 
And tempt not —.— for which th thou wert niet born: 
The ones here will quickly make thee fine, | 
And to thy Virtue for Refre runs 
Like Summers-days too hot our Beauties ſhine, - 
But thee they'll follow like a Winter- Sun. 
| Caf. Why, beauteous Virgin, doſt thou plant thy Eyes, 
drive me-hence who ne ercou'd run? 
I am not us d to Beauty's Batteries 4 
Vet rather than offend, I will be gone. 
Mar. Nolonger in my Arms, lov'd Siſter, ſtay, | 
Your kindeſt Thanks to my Preſerver pay: 
A thouſand Deaths he in my Cauſe has bray d, 


And twice my Life in our 2 Battle ſa d. 


Enter Tiberius ts Marcellus, they embrace 


Mer. Welcome, my gallant F end Thy Looks are 
If there be ought wherewith thou art diſmay'd, (fad: 
Speak it, tho at the News both ſhou 'd expire ; 


Is Julia 


Tib. Twere convenient you'd retire ; 
III tell you, dear Marcellus, as we go, 


1 [Exeunt. 
Nar. My Brother charg'd me—but what can I ſay, 
When you all Pow'r of Speec 


h have ta'en away ? 
My Heart beat thus, juſt thus, againſt my. Side, 


Cal. 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 153 
Cæſ. A Heart like mine Love in his Walk ne' er found, 
Nor Prettineſs, nor Majeſty can wound: 245 
Tis ſure the coldeſt Beauty ever felt, | | | 
Vor Ice, but Cryftal, which no Sun can melt. _— 
Var. O fatal Sight ! have I with frequent Scorn | 
Seen at my Garden-Gates great Princes mourn, ©. " 
And can I now ſubmit to one unknown ? | mi 
ear, Cin this be true? Poor Heart] art thou o'erthrown ? = 
Vanquiſh'd at laſt? Fth Name of Goodneſs ſpeak, | 
What art 1 Quiet break? | mi 
Cæſ. A Soldier, Fair-one, bred to Blood, in Arms, 
In Winter Camps, which mighty Action warms; 
I know not Courts, unſkill'd in the ſoft Trade 
By which Addreſs is to high Beauty made: 
Yet I to yours can bow as lowly down, 
A; Eaſtern Princes to the rifing Sun. 
Mar. Bow to my Beauty, to this rural Face! 
I know no Charms, nor any praftis'd Grace: 
Panted far off by Cæſar's jealous Care, 
Not bred in Court Perfumes, but Country Air; 
Me from his Daughter he divided young, 
And tod me, Courts my Innocence wou'd wrong; 
But fure my 7 nothing ſee in you, 
To make me think what Ce/ar ſaid was true. 


Enter Mecznas. = 
Mec. Madam, the Empreſs does your coming wait, 
Vith half the Court attended at her Gate; 
nd gazing Eyes expect your Preſence there, 
v if ſome Conſtellation would appear. | 
Cæſ. I'll wait you to the Empre&——Tyrant Love, 
Whom all the Charms of Nature cannot move. [Exeunt, 
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s, Tiberius, had another ſaid 
% is falſe, her Honour has betray'd, 


Vol. III. H Alas, 


. Re-enter Marcellus and Tiberius. ; | 
ay Mar. Since Love proves falle, in vain does Valour Þ | | 
lo Aſhes turn my Arms, my eery Spoll, (toil, _— 

um all my Laurels in one Fun'ral Pile, | 


154 i * Gloriana; or, the. N 
I could not have beliey'd; but thou art true, 


ö Wou'd thou wert not; wau'd all that Hell e' er knew 
Of darkeſt Miſchiefs harbour'd in thy Mind, 70 
So by thy Fraud I might her Virtue find. Met 
 Tib. While you abroad fought in Reme's Cauſe ſo wel, Bl p::: 
She to the-loweſt, leudeſt Courſes fell; 3 
Fer Palaces with late Debauches rung, 05 
Strip'd Eunuchs wanton Odes before her ſuns: 10 
On tall young Monarchs Shoulders lifted high | 15 
She acted Triumphs, Jo was her cry, Ti 
Her crown'd Supporters Ie did rep. Her 
Mer. Looſe Yulia! What ſtrong Philters did um il Ste 
Auguſtus, from whoſe Loins thy * ran! With 
716. At Midnight dreſs'd like Venus all divine, lg 
I ſaw her by the blaze of Diamonds ſhine, | Fair a. 
High on a Throne of Gold, with Godlike Port, As a1 
Follow'd with Clamour of the reeling Court. Or Da 
Thrice ſhe the Doors of Jans Temple burſt, Mas 
And once Joe's Houſe, the 7 ſhe forc d, ich b 
From his Gold Statue poliſh'd Thunder took, 3 
And at his Face the brandiſh'd Weapon ſhook: And F. 

In her left Hand the Silyer Lightning claſh'd, 755 


Which blindly hurTd the ſacred Windows dafh'd. - And ha 
Mar. Love, I conjure thee, tho' with mortal Smart, de fd 
Draw back thy Arrows that infe& my Heart. | 
_ Tib. Of all the ſcepter'd Throng that did adore 
She none refus'd, but wiſh'd they had been more. Or all th 
What was in private acted we but think, 
Where all her Maids are Mutes, and Eunuchs wink: | 
Her Monarch 'Dalliance was not prov'd, but gueſs d, Wl the 
But Love to Wit did open all her Breaft, 
And ſhe ſo foul a Knot with Ouid drew, 


| Ince he v 

As Blood can never looſe, nor Death undo. | * 
To practiſe on his Prince ? IIl mount it higher, une but 
Teach his rude Wit a Flight ſhe never had, Ny Beau 


And ſend her Poſt to the Zan Shade F Or 
* T5. One ſolemn Night, when the pale conſcious M eſs tl 
| Rode high and clear, at melancholy Noon 


. 


4 


Court of Augnftus Crfür. 155 
I roſe with Dreams abaſh'd of true Event, 
And to the Pxinceſe?, Bower my muyfings:hent. 
To the crown'd. Arbours 2s I nearer grew, 
Methoubht J heard-two Voices that I-knew 3 
parting the Ledves, I ſaw by lunar Li 


Love”. guilt Joys, a ſinful pleaſing Si 
On Flow'rs and all the Sweets of Nana f 
I Oy. Arms the ſmiling Princeſs laid. 
Mar. What mortal Patjence can the News abide! 
Tib. Pow'r circling Wit, and Pleaſures preling Pride, 
Her glowing Breaſt joyn' d to his kindling ſid | 
man Wl She catch'd his.Sighs that panted in their flight, 
With Eyes; Hands, Lips, Fl ming with de 3 
Long did her naked Beauty ſtay my ſight. 
Fair as the bluſhing Bed b. her Body Ea, OY | 


As a May-morning riſing from the 
Or Day diſmounting in the golden 
Mar. Wheels, Stones, 12 1 all the abel pam of Hell, 
With burning reddeſt Plagyes wore, em Land | 
About em! in em, thro ęm let 
And Flames with Flames 1 7lr d be below 'd down. 
7ib. With tendreſt Words her buſy Love ſhe . 
And having kindly touch d his yielding Waiſt, 
She faid, ah wou'd. Marcellus were in Heav'n, 
And wou'd Corinna were to Ovid giv; 
for Wit to me is more than Empire's Charms, 
Or all the Surfeits of a Monarch's Arms. 


Mar. No more! thou'ſt put my A 


Kk: kth Lives revenging Glory bids me take; 
ed, ir the Remains of Paſſion bid me ſpare 
lis beautiful ingrate perfidious Fair : 
dude he was ne'er with gallant Ardour moy'd, 
ut cou'd be urg'd to harm what once he lov'd : 
aſpire Wd how I lov'd, how wonderfully well, 


one but the Author of her Flame can tell. 


Lby Beauty W. kit did my Reaſon blind? 
ter our Hands unlucky Hymen join'd, 
nieſe'd thee falſe, yet ſwore I wou'd be kind, 


ous M 


Exer 
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 Gloriana; or, be 


; Enter Ovid with Julia reading. An 

ul. Such a Companion ne'er did Julia bleſs ; 4 

| Tele a menial Monarch wait Gr rg | Ref 
Ovid, whoſe Fame above high Virgil grows, | By t 
Whoſe Labour fure muſt Nature diſcompoſe, He i 
But Ovid with familiar Greatneſs flows ; | C. 
And when he pleaſes to command our Eyes, | A, 
What charming Tales does his ſoft Muſe deviſe ? WW The 


Ov. Thus to be gracd by her whom all admire, 
To gain whoſe Love Gods wou'd, Kings do expire 
Mar. Amongſt the reſt fall thou a Sacrifice, 

Thus to be offer'd to your Goddeſs' Eyes. 

Ful. Marcellus, hold! fly, Ovid, haſte away. 

* Ov. Madam, I know what Duty I ſhou'd pay; 
The Prince reſolves to take my Life, which none 
Shall do without the hazard of their own. . 
Mar. Tiberius, give me way, by Heav'n he dies, 

TIl tread upon the Worm which I deſpiſe. . , 

Jul. Help: Treaſon! Murder! help. © 


Enter Cæſario. 


Ov. Come all, for were you more I cou'd not fear. 
Cz/. What about one is all this Trouble here? 
Put up, for ſhame, III blow him from your fight; 

Valour diſdains the Quarry in her flight,  _ 
Commands in Fields we ſhould our Standards raiſe, 
And make this Writer but our Drudge to praiſe. 


Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas, and Guards. 


Aug. Where are the Authors of this Treaſon gone? 
Traitors to Pow'r ! diſarm em ev'ry one. 
(The Captain of the Guards takes Marcellus, Ovid 
and Tiberius's Swords: goes Jaft to Czfario.) 
Cæſ. Captain ſtand off, I did no cauſe afford 
Of Quarrel here, and will not yield my Sword. 
Aug. What, anew Traytor? in my Preſence too? 
Know, obſtinate, thy Death thou doſt purſue, 
Reſign, or die | 
Mar. Have you ſo ſoon forgot 
be Wonders which his Sword ſo lately wrought? 
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Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 137 
The noble Plangus who preſery'd: Son, „ 4+ | 
And three pitch'd Battels b his Valour won. F 
Aug. What fhall he ſtand and brave me to my Face? 
Refuſe my Orders? bid him take my place. 1 
by the Cæſarian Majeſty ador d, | 
He is a Traytor, that denies his Sword. - 
Ce/. I ſay, my Sword's my own, and ſhall—— 
Aug. So fond of Fate 22 . 
Then that thou mayſt not want for Arms, take that. 
( Hurls bis Dagger at him, the Guards ruſb of 
Cæſario, and bold bim. 
Mar. Thus! is it thus his Services you pay? [Kneels, 
Aug. If thou wouldſt have him live, take him away. 
Mar. Guards, force him hence. | 
Cæſ. Ves, Cæſar, I will go; 6.0 | 
Conq ring my ſelf, I quell thy mighty Foe. [Exit. 
Aug. And you, Sir, you who durſt your Weapon draw 
4 Againſt that Prince whom I ordain'd to awe 
The greateſt Kings, to Baniſhment be gone, 
[ll teach your ſaucy Muſe to dare a Throne. | 
Ov. If I in Thought to you leſs Rev'rence gave 
Than what the Deities from Altars have ; | 


2 If that the Royal Julia I adore | 
b In other manner than we worſhip Pew'r, P 
. Add to the Puniſhment that you have laid 
12 Unjuſtly on me, and pronounce me dead. 
6 Jul. O Ceſar! Father! 


Aug Dare not intercede; 

weak but another word and he ſhall bleed. 

27d. Ov. For ever then, thou glorious Rome, farewel: 

To the Earth's Limits, Cæſar, I will go, 

Where if thou haſt a yet unconquerd Foe, : 

My Sword, for I have fought, ſhall take his head, 

And with my Pen I'll damn him when he's dead. [ Exit. 
Aug. Still home-bred Jars! But I theſe Feuds will end; 

by Heav'n I'll break your Hearts if you'll not bend 3 

My Hydra Rebels vanquiſh'd, riſe up more, 

Was ever Monarch thus perplex'd before? | 

O that Pyrhagoras's Dream were true! . * | 

| wou'd not govern ſuch a curſed Crew : 

One Moment longer: Now, ev*n now I'd die, 

ud into ſome more kingly Lion fly,  Whert 
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{ Where with full Empire I the Woods might ſway, L 
| And all the nobler Beaſts my Laws obey. [Exeupt. WWWh: 
| 2m | | g | * Gi 
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ö REAL — 1 NEE CARERS | 1 
| : 25 | | Bear 
ACT IE SCENMNE:L oy 

* | an 

Wr Palace Garden: | Cn! 

0 

Cæſario, Araſpes, Leander * P * 
| Then 
nt V all the Trophies of the conquerd BW 4. 
To Field, 7 Then 
63 By ev'ry var 'd Sword, and bat- MT), 
1 ter'd Shield, ö mme 
He dies, tho' the auxiliar Fates ſhou'l i Ls 

ſtand dew 


Tofence the lifted Forees of my Hand? 
Tho' bulwark'd with Rozx's Hills in Tow'rs of Braſs; 
Yet like Laocoon's Lance my Sword ſhall paſs 
Thro' all——By Heav'n to Hell he ſhall be thrown, 
His univerſal Mightineſs ſhall down. 
Araſ. Your Ruin muſt inevitable be. 
Caæœſ. It matters not what ſhall become of me. 
Tho' all the Winds from their black Corners ruſh, 
Tho' Seas daſh Clouds, old Rocks young Thunder cruſh, 
Exempt from Fear, th' Event we will attend, 
And with big Rays in Ports of Glory end. 
Tf I muſt fall, I'll tumble with a Crown, 
And graſp this Giant with me when I drown. | 
Lean. But royal Sir, can you your Friend forget? 
Can an Abuſe fo vaſt, a Wrong ſo greet 
Be offer d, that your Vows you ſhov'd recal? 
Cæſ. Smoak, vaniſh Air be they forgotten all. 
No, dear Marcellus, you muſt not pardon me; 
A Stroak ! a Stab! tis ſuch an Injury, | 
Were Fove in Fleſh and thunder d with a blow, 
I wou'd retort it like a God below. IDS 
Araſ. Fer ruin ſwallows you take one look more, 
While yet you ſtand upon the beaten Shore. 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 159 
Lean. Vet e er you launch behold the rolling Deep, 
Where Danger groans, and Death it ſelf does weep. _ 
Cæſ. Hence with thy Coward Counſels! fly to Caves: | 
Fil climb theſe tow'ring Dangers; bark the Waves: | 
And as I ride, to the kick'd Floods Fil cry, | . 
Bear Cæſar with his Father's Fortune high. | 
Why do ye aſk me then, and vainly mourn? 
Can Words move Death, or Time carereing turn ? 
Can human Eloquence the Stars controul, 
Or when their Doody has damn'd it, fave a Soul? 
Pray to deſcending Storms, of mounting Fire; 
| Them ye may weary, me ye ſhall not tire. | 
juerd WF 4r2/- Since then no Pray'rs can your wild Fury tame, 
The way leaſt dang'rous to Revenge we'll name; 
d ba. Tho Cz/ar from Heav'ns partial hand receive 
Immediate Pow'r, ſmall Virtue ſhe did give. | 
ſhou'd Bl Ln. When fierce Embaſladors from Parthia's Kin 
dewid their huge Bows, and did long Arrows bring, 
He to their Threats in ſcornful anſwer laogh'd ; 
R Yet this great Scoffer ſhrinks at Cupid's ſhaft : 
dull may his glutted Hands more Empire have, 
do he continues Love's inglorious Slave. 
Cæſ. What, is his Mightineſs by Beauty a d? 5 
þ 
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Is this th? Auguſtus ſo renown'd abroad, | 
The World's firſt Man, and new created God ? 
The bright Narciſſa with her ſpring of Charms, 
"Tis true, has warm'd my Heart half froze in Arms; 
Her melting Language ſtrock my Winter back, 
Looſen'd my Nerves, and made my Heart-ſtring ſlack: * 
let were it poſſible that ſhe'cou'd weep, 
As long as I have practisd toilſom War, 
die ſhou'd not in her Lap my Honour keep, 
Nar from its Trade my burning Spirit bar. 
When Conqueſts call my Sword to fetch the Prize, 
J and I ſtand liſtning to a Lady's cries, 
ming to ſee the Roſes pale——O'Heav'n ! 
0 glorious War ! let mè neer be forgiven. 
Araſ. There is a Bower, the myſtick ſeat of Love, 
"here Death ftands Centinel before the Grove; 
wrds ever waking at the Threſhold lie, 


ud ſuffer none as” ww paſs by: 
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There his looſe Heart does in full Paſtures graze, And 
And various She's with Awe upon him gaze. . 
Leon. Like Heav'ns proud King follow'd by Deities, Ifen 
The Tyrant walks with ſhinings thro' the Trees; 
His Brow dilates, and his purs'd Lips awhile 
Forget their angry uſe, and gravely ſmile, 
To ſee officions Beauties charm his Cares, 
Like Night's black Locks all pouder'd o'er with Stare. 
Araſ. There your Revenge, if Vengeance urge you flill, 
May glut your Appetite, and drink her fill. 
I have obſerv'd, and can your Fury guide, 
To a flight-guarded Gate oth' Tiber fide; - 4 
Watch d by ſome drowſy Slaves, not more than we, 
Whom having kill'd, you have a Paſſage free. 
Cf. Methinks already thou haſt talk'd him dead, 
And I am ver the fatal Barriers fled, | Ay 
Like Perſeus mounted on a ſteed of Air, | From 
Beating the Liſts to find the Monſter there. To th 
Lean. There you may take him ſwoln with drunken Joy, Of G 
And the crown'd Brute with a full Stroke deſtroy, I com 
Behold him ſporting on ſpread Mempbian Spoils, The ] 
In Mantle wrap'd that breathe rich od'rous Oils, Thy | 
Like a gay Snake baſking in ſunny Fields, And t 
Embrac'd by her who ripeſt Pleaſure yields. 65 
C2. Be gone, now inſtantly let's poſt away, To on 
The black revenging Minutes will not ſtay ; He re 
As the Half-god Augæan Stables clear d, And d 
I'll purge theſe Gardens with his Blood beſmear'd. Au; 
Slow, till the Deed be done, move the wing'd Hours, Who 1 
I'll dot, tho' Dragons guard the golden Bowers. 
CRT ORR” (Excunt. Ty! 
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SCENE Il. The Bower of Gloriana. Pirits 


| I, Like a 
H the Charms of a Beauty diſdainful and fair, dacker 
How ſhe blaſts all my Foys when joe bids me deſpairs = "le 
Forgetting my State, when 1 figh and lie down, hal bed 


u lll, 


n Joy, 


xt unt. 


CR CON ED vife af e ; 
She pa 44 car 4, and 1 4: young Stain, N 4 
B:fire her old Monarch, her Love fpould obtain. 


Remember, fair Nymph, my Grandfather Jove, * 
Pat rer rend old God always made the beſt Lose:: 

$1 fiercely be mot d with a Manner divine, | 
That he melted bis way, or blew up the. Mine. 
Tur ſcorn of my Age therefore ceaſe to purſue, 
And think what à loving old Cæſar can da. 


Lo 


Enter Auguſtus, Gloriana. 


Aug. From golden Weights, high Cares, Imperial Strif] 
From Storms of State, and Hurricanes of Life, | 
To the green Palace of the peaceful Grove, 
Of G/5riana's Bower, the Throne of Love, 
| come with all the Violence of Mind, 
The Philters of Court-witchcraft to unbind ; 
Thy heav'nly Voice is ſure the nobleſt Spell, 
And thy Eyes Charms all Magick elſe excel. 25.41 
Gbr. Ye Authors of all Sway, for what dark End 
To one ſo frail did you ſuch Pow'r commend? - 
He reels on ſuch exceſſive height, he ſtands 
And drops his Scepter from his ſhaking Hands. 
Aug. No matter, Gloriana, let it be: | 
Who wou'd not leave a Diadem for thee ? 
Are not thy Touches than all Scepters more? 
Thy Lips approachd, where is the Faſte of Pow's ? 
Love is all taſte, reliſh, and vital good, +4202 
dpirits it gives that oer Life's Channel brood, me T7 
And like Wine ſparks dance thro” the brimming Blood. 
fach Smile of thine drives from my Age a Day, | 
One balmy Kiſs wou'd take a Year away; 
But oh the reſt woud give me Youth: again, 
Like an old Snake wou'd cauſe me caſt my Skin, 
dacken my Sinews, make me ſwiftly move, 
as Mercury deſcending from above, 
boldly as Mars, and luſtil y as Zove, 
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Gher. Is this the Man of ſuch Rehown in Wars, 
Firſt upon Earth, and numbred with the Stars? 
Wake from thy Sleep of Death, dread Father, wake, 
Pompey ariſe, the Reins of Empire take ; 
Down let this Driver from his Throne be hurl'd, 
Or place me on the Brow of the ſteep World; 
That Nations driv'n by me may thunder on, 
And at my Nod Millions of Swords be drawn, 
Brandiſh'd with flaſhing Death b mighty Men, 

when I give the Word be ſheath'd again. 

Aug. They ſhall, they ſhall, ambitious lovely Maid! 
PII teach thy gentle Arms the Warriors Trade, 
Bind thy ſoft Body faſt with Bands of Steel, 
And double-darted Death thy Foes ſhall kill : 
New Arts, that ſhall the old in Arms ſurprize, 

o ſee thy Lance as fatalias thy Eyes. 

Eſar ſhall guard thee all the Day in Pight, 
And compaſs thee about with lifted Shields, 
So thou vouchſafe to dreſs thoſe Wounds at Night 
Which he receiv'd for thee in fighting Fields. 

Glo. Much you depend: upon tyrannick Pride, 
Or think this Breaſt incapable of Scorn, 
-Or that I never heard you had a Bride, 
Or you forget I am of Pompey born. 
If this your guilty Mind confider'd, how | 
Dare you apprefth'me in my Brother's Gore; 
Off ring worſe Horrour with a brazen Brow, 
When your hot Luſt thy Siſter would devour? . 

Aug. Talk not of that high Blood from which you came, 


Nor how your Brother's Wrongs your Scorn enflame ; 


Heav'n the young Pompey's' Honours did diſperſe, 


Ad now alone I ſway the Univerſe: | 


Conſider this, and with the Time comply. 

Glo. I have conſider'd, and reſolve to die. 
Compleat your Crimes; for what can I expect 
From Rage which thro' the Heart of Tully paſt? 
Tully, who did with god-like Wit protect 
Thy curſed Youth, to be betray'd at laſt. 


. Go on, thou black Uſurper: ſtop more Breath, 


Enereaſe thy Purples, fill thy Throne with Death; Sil 


d! 
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gill may newy Falſhood add to former Guilt, 
And the dear Blood of Noms beſt Sons be ſpilt: | 
And may thy Cruelties alone do more, „ 
Than all the eurſt Triumvirate before. . | 

Aug. Hold, Princeſs, hold! provoke me not too far, 
None ever ſaid thus much and ſi vd; bewate, e 
Thou'rt in my reach, no more my Fetters ſhake, 

My Rage yet ſleeps, which Lion-ltke may wake. 
My Heart, which as ſome ſtubborn fiery Steed, 
Grew up unback d, and did at random feed, 
When Love approach'd like you, did not diſdain 
8 fair a Rider, yielding to the Rein, | 

Now gently moves, except his Freedom's barr'd ; 
But if you ſpur bim much, and curb him hard, 
Angry to be ſo indiſcreetly rode, 

He ſprings and bounds beneath the mounted God. 

Cle. If thy low fawning Love I ſcorn'd before, 
Inow diſdain thy meriac'd Fury more; 

Death is the utmoſt that thy Rage can do, 

And that Vil ev ry Day provoke thee to. "ID 
Aug. Wilt thou? Ha! dar'ſt thou! ſharp provoking Fair! 
Once more let me intreat thee do not dare | 

Dare, like a fooliſh Fly whoſe vezing Wings 

Urge the flow Flame to burn her as ſhe ſings. 

Not as thy Slave before thee now I ſtand, 

But as thy Lord, and one that will command; 

As I am Maſter of the World, Þ ll be, 

ite of thy Scorn, the Maſter too of thee. f 

Glo. Maſter o'th' World ! Indeed your Title's clear, 

When you amongſt the Syrian Boys appear, 

Contending as for Triumphs alt the Day, 

To win their Nuts and bounding Stones at play. 

dach Conqueſt with ſuch honourable Pain, 

Who but the Maſter of the World could gain ? 

Was it for this you did all Nations quell, 

And by thy Arms the noble Br#tus fell! 

Von the Earth's God ! This your Cæſarian Pride! 
Ply, fly, your Shame from human Knowledge hide 
To ſome By-path from all Obſervance ſtray, | 
And far from Roads of _— _=_ your way. 
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Aug Now, Rider Love; my Life on't, Rs 
Lock to't, I fay, thy trembling ay ARTIE - 
Cloſe to my Side like Deſtiny now fit | 
Fix'd in my Heart-ſtrings — plant thy Feet, 

For in m Teeth Pye got th Bit. 
There, there, with that laſt Heave I threw him down, 
And now, I thank my Stars, my Hearts my own, 

Beauty, thou once m' Enlightner bright and kind, 
For ever ſet, PIl ſcourge thee from my Mind 

Like Day, nor ſhalt thou leave one Streak behind : 

Thy Lips, thy Tongue, thy Eyes have now no Charms; 
My Soul, b' Ambition wak'd to old Alarms, 

Starts up, and liſtens to the Clank of Arms. 
6. Without this Circumſtance my Death ordain. 
Aug. No, that wou'd be to put thee out of pain: 

As loch Virtue's ſharpeſt Puniſhment, 
Thou dal live {til}, but not live innocent. 
Se. Not innocent! I ſcorn thy impious Breath, 

T'll ope ten thouſand Doors to let in Death. 

Aug. Not one, ' Ill ſhut up all, and ſet ſtrict Guard, 
There s not a Wicket ſhall be left unbarr'd ; 

No Chink thro' which kind Fate may draw thy Thred, 
Or Death with his leaſt Finger touch thee dead, 
Sls. Still rack thy cruel Heart and curſed Brain, 

Vet after all, thy Wiſh thou ſhalt not gain; 
Burſt with thy Malice, for I will not lie, 

My Life ſhall ſtarve, that Honour may ſurvive. 

Aug. Nor that,” for-c'er to-morrow's Sun appear, 
Thy Virgin pride ſhall vaniſh into Air. | 

Starve, Gloriana, in a Monarch's Bed! 

By Heay'n thou ſhalt | to ſurfeiting be fed. 

Gle. Still perjurd, ſince it ſhall not, cannot be 

So rich a Purchaſe ſhould be reap'd by thee ; 
For tho? I ſhould conſent to, have © it Kell. | 
Thou couldſt not buy, thou art ſo ehe old. 

Aug. If Bliſs anon would not leſs fiercely flow, 
By all my Hopes I would enjoy thee now: 


I'll come'by Moon light, Which my Flame ſhall feed, 
Like Targuin Pale reloly'd WA the Deed. 


But more delib'cate Pleaſure is decreed, | 0 


O Griana 


O Gloriana ! Cer the Lark has ſung en 5 
Her Morning Anthem, thou ſhalt ſay I'm-yourly 3 \2>., 
Love thro' my Life an equal Pace has run 
Swift near the Goal as where it firſt begun: 1 
I keep my Courſe like the old Lord of Day, C 
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On my red Cheeks the filver Treſſes play, 
I ſhout and drive, and never feel decaxg. 
Glo. I thank thee, Heav'n, that thou doſt me ordain, ' 
For Woes no other Woman could ſuſtain. © 42451 © 
Woman ! What Man ſuch Tempeſts could outwear ? © 
Yet, like a Rock, both Sea and Winds I'll dare. 24 


Enter Cæſario, driving in the Captain. _ © 
Cæſ. So ſturdy, Sir, you that would take my Sword; 
Tis for you there: now bear it to your Lord. | 
| - [The Captain falls. - 
Cæſar come forth, thou female God, appea, 1 
Not Plangus, but Cæſaris waits thee here, 
The Son of Julius, and the wide World's Heir; 
Thou hear'ſt, but to approach me doſt not dare. 
In what dark Covert are thy Glories laid, 
Or do they ſleep beneath ſome Laurel Shade? 
Rock'd on thy Miſtreſs' Lap, whoſe knitting Hands 
Lock up thy captive Cares in downy Bands. 
Wake, wake, by Heav'n my Wrath thou ſhalt not ſnun, 
> Tho' thou beneath her Robes for ſhelter unn. 
G/o. What art thou that wander in this fatal Wood, 
Whoſe thirſty Sword ſeeks for majeſtick Blood? | 
Was it a borrow'd Title or true Name 5 


EA.. 


Thou didſt aſſume, whoſe Eyes quick rolling Flame 

Glows with Ambition, Pride, Revenge and Fame F 
Cz/. Ha!---What I was you heard me ſpeak but now 

I was I know not what, and am I know not how. 

But ſpeak, and I'll conſider what to ſa⸗ ' | + | 

I've hunted hard, and now my Heart's at Bay. 
Gl. If you the Son of divine Julius are, 

How durſt you in Auguſtus Court appear? \ 

No Breaſt but yours ſuch Raſhneſs ever knew 3,, |'- YI] 

Put to approach him here, and fingly too, | 

Nought but Diſtraction or Deſpair would do, 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| ; er, the 
"Tis certain Death. : ELLE OILS Fo 
Ce/. That certain Death is paſt, > 
And I upon the bleſſed Shore am caſt? 
I track d a Fiend I thought by Furies driv'n ; 
js ſought for Hell, bur tumbled upon Heav*n. 
. e A = pre 
Glo. A Woman. 1 
Ce/. Angels ſhou'd ſpeak true, 3 25 
But ſure ſo bright a Flow'r on Barth ne'er grew: 
Her Lips, her Cheeks muſt more than Roſes be; 
What Stars her Eyes, what moving Majeſty ? 
So ſweet and ſo imperious too they move, 


Sparkling with Beauty, glitt ring all with Love. 
| Enter Leander. 
Lean. Haſte, or the Emperor will evade the Toil ; 


| He's almoſt out of fight, haſte to the Spoil. 


Ce/. Not Julia's ſuch when all her Gems ſhe wears, 


| Nor fad Narciſſa more adorn'd with Tears; 
Yield, Beauties yield, or ſhun this dazling Eye, 


Since thoſe that ſtay will ſoon her Victims lie. 
Like Autumn Leaves, turn yellow all and die. 

G1. Juſt Heav'n does ſure this godlike Man provide, 
To bear me from the Tyrant's Luſt and Pride. | 
Beauty, if thou didſt ever, aid me now, 

That I may make this haughty Gazer bow, 

This keav'nly Youth 3 Oh force him to adore, 

To love me only: I'll never aſk thee more. 
Cæſ. Why beats my Heart as I had Poiſon ta'en : 


What means my burning Breaſt and giddy Brain? 


Swift thrilling Cold with panick Terror flies, 


And an unuſual Thaw diſſolves my Eyes. 


If Love thou art, I will not take the Wound, 

My Armour ſhalf thy pointed Darts confound; 
draw 'em, if they cannot be withſtood, 

Tho' to the. Feathers drinking in my Blood, 

Then ſhake em at her Eyes with fix'd Diſdain, 

Aud hurl em to thy Godhead back again. 


Kite! 


JD. ##Þ. 


er 


Court of Auguſtus Coſar. 


5 blind Gameſter make ? 
He makes my Heart rebound about my Breaſt, 
And laughs to ſee me tire, and cries no Reſt ; 
From fide to fide ſtrikes the toritiented Ball, | 
And with each Stroke he dints the very Wall. 

Glo. If you in Fields have purchasd high Renown, 8 


Have with perſiſting Virtue wonders done, 
And wreath Rewards of toiling Valour won; 
Now in a Princeſs' Quarrel lift your Sword, 
Fate never did a nobler Cauſe afford. 
By all the mighty Battels you have fought, a 
By all the Trophies you with Blood have bought, 
A royal ſuff'ring Virgin's Wrongs redreſs, | 
And kill the Giant Vice that would oppreſs. 
Czf. I met the 8ummons ſwift; and ſnateh'd the Jef, 7 
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LE 
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Kindling at Death, and paiiting to deſtroy ; 
Another Sword like mine you'll ne'er imploy. 
War was my Miſtreſs, and I loy'd her long; 
She lov'd my Muſick, Shoutings were my Song, 
And claſhing Arms that ecchv'd thro' the Plain, 
Neighings of Horſes, Groans of dying Men ; | 
Notes which the Trump and hoarſet Drum affords, 
And dying Sounds rifing from Fall of Swords. 
Command, diſpatch, and bid your Lightning fly, 
Pll aſh, III kill, III conquer in your Eye, 
And after all here yield my Breath and die. 
h could you love! 
' Glo. Let Love be mention'd laſt, 
But firſt to free me hence you ſhould forecaſt. 
Cæſ. By all my Love you are already paſt ; 
You are, O Heaven ! wherever you would be, 
And I am with you all o'er Extaſy. | 
High Walls and Tow'rs ate level'd where you go; 
You tread on Pants, and Sighs about you blow; 
And Hearts in their own Bleedings round you flow. 
Araſ. If you would bear her ſafe, haſte, Sir, away: 
Lean. The Minute's critical, and will not ſtay. 
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Ce. Move on, and bravely let us meet our Dans No, 
But give me warning e' er the Tyrant eomes; And 
I'll follow ſlowly, and while Love is by, ER And 

The ſwifteſt Deaths and ruſhing Fates defy. | 7 

G10. In all your Acts ſuch godlike Manners ſhine, Than 
I doubt not but your Parents are divine, Tho” 
Therefore to match you with a/Stock of Fame, Whil 
Know from a Race as high as yours I came: And 
Pompey the Great, and fair Cornelia gave | 'Twe 
The Life which you ſo gen'rouſly would ſave. M. 

Caſ. Ha! now I find the Cauſe I ne'er could love; Excut 
Long, long ago our Hearts were pair'd above; Thy 
And my Ambition join'd with Deſtiny, Vain 
Oft-times ſuggeſting it could never be, And « 
That C2far's Son who all the World had aw'd, Ju 
Shou d wed beneath the Wen of a God. (E weunt. 7 

1 


ACT IV. — 


SCENE, The Palace of Marcellus. 


Marcellus with bis Scuord drawn againſt Julia. 


Y Heav'n PH hear no more, tis pub- 
lick now, | 
Diſgrace ſo bold is \grav'd upon thy 
Brow, 
| That e'en old Age, whoſe Eyes are 
„ ſeldom clear 5 ö 
Dim with Death's Miſt; can read thy F alſhood there: 
All Rome with thy proclaim'd Diſhenour rings, 
And ev'ry Infant Fulis s Leudnels ſings... . | 
What can thy Crimes expect from my juſt Rage 2 
Jul. Death, let my Blood your violent Wrath aſſuage; 
R better we ſhould both for ever ſleep. 
Ip Calms, than wake in Storms, and always weep. 
Mar. Weep ! If th Ocean from thy Eyes were ſpilt, 
The Ocean could not waſh away thy Guilt: _ | 
Nor think that when thy Beauties ſhall be laid 
In Earth, thy Peace is then for ever made; No, 


Court of Auguſtus Ceſar. 
No, faithleſs Fair! ſtill ſhalt thou haunted be, 


And a long row of pale Adult'rers ſee, 
And me at laſt purſuing them and thee. 


Than Jealouſies on Earth that louder roar ; 
Tho” I ſhould make account for ev'ry Thought, 
While falſe Relations are by Traitors wrought, 
And you believe thoſe molt that moſt abuſe, - 
'Twere vain for me my Honour to excuſe. 
Mar. How well your Pride an Innocence can feign 
Excuſe your Honour ! That indeed's moſt vain ; 
Thy Purpoſe vain, as thy paſt Actions foul, 
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Jul. Not haunting Furies there can rack me more 


* 


Vain all thy Thoughts with which wild Fancies l, 


And one immortal Vanity's thy Soul. 
Jul. J cannot ſtay ta hear your vain Debate. 


Mar. Paſs not this, tis guarded with thy Fate. 
Jul. Strike then and free me from a world of Cares, 


Better die once than always live in Fears: 
Loud Clamours all the Day my Peace moleſt, 
With perjur'd, falſe, I hate, EE deteſt ; 
Still am I wak'd by Day with theſe Alarms: 
At Night you ſtart, and throw me from your Arms: : 
Laſt Night your Head upon my Breaſt repos d, 
Juſt as ſweet balmy Sleep my Eyes had clos'd, 
Hearing me ſigh, you cry'd aloud, By Heav'a . 
Thoſe Sighs are to your dear lov'd Ovid 80 n 
But I will conjure him from Pontus back, 
And his curs'd-Life by thouſand Torments take. 

Mar. O Julia, is there not a Cauſe for this ? 
Thou ſay'ſt I rob thy Days and Nights of Peace, 
Haſt thou not robb'd my Life of all its Bliſs ? 
Heav'n witneſs what I = and what have been 
What thou haſt done, how gloried in 1 1. 
How triumph'd in thy Ill 

Jul. What J have done 1 
dhall to no Mortal, nor to you be er. 

Mar. Tl know. | 

Jul. You ſhall not. 

Mar. With this ſare I ſhall ; 
Il open evry Vein, and know thee all. 
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ul. Strike. To thy V ſummon all thy Lyes, 
hich falſe Tiberius Malice cou'd deviſe. 
Mar. Tve fummon'd all he told with loyal Breath, 
And all thoſe Truths doom him to ſudden Death. 
Jul. Why then doſt thou not ſtrike, revenging Lord? 
Behold my Breaſt prepar'd to meet thy Sword ; 
Thy cruel Kindneſs thus it ſhalt approve, 
Naked to anger as it was to Love. 
Why ſhrinks thy Arm as if it fear'd to wound, 
drops thy Coward Weapon to the Ground? 
Mar. I know thee falſe yet have not power to harm ; 
Fierce Paſtion my arm'd Vengeance does diſarm : 
Beauty, which thro' thy Vice I could not ſpy, 
Did like a dang'rous Foe in Ambuſh lie, 
Here, ua work execute thy bloody Will, 
I know thy e is at lat to kill: 
Be bar thus kind, Life freely I reſign ; 
Thou'rt born to break all Hearts, and muſt break mine. 
Jul. No, my Marcellus, traſt me from this Hour 
You ſhall be ever my Lord Conqueror 
Thou ever wert the deareſt of Mankind, 
But now my Heart is to thy Looks confin'd. 
By all our Loves you never were betray'd, 
Henceforth be abſolute, my Breaſt invade, 
There like a gentle Monarch thou ſhalt ſway, 
And I with gentler Mind thy Laws obey. 


Mar. Prove but thy Heart as heav'nly as thy TOS: 


Be but thus good, and I had never wrong. 


Enter Cæſario bhody, leading Gloriana veiled, followed by 


Leander, Araſpes. 


Mar. My noble Brother! what can Friendſhip fay, 
Which from my Arms abſented half a —_ ? 
Together ſtill in Battel we did ride, 

Nor cou'd united- Troops the Link divide: 
Shall Peace digjoin what was not broke by War, 


And Crouds in Courts do more than Armies there ? 
Ce/. Now I ſhall try the Friendſhip which 25 boaſt ; 


This 


If nownot found, let it be ever loſt: 
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This Beauty with ſome Blood and Danger bought, | 
Great Deeds for Beauty by young Blood are wrought) 
I from the Den of an old of Prey ö 
Snatch'd, while abroad he did for Forge ſtray. 
By this he is return d, and finds her gone; — 
By this the Groves reſound, and Foreſts groan. | 
Mar. Thus in your Cauſe advancing, thus I'll face 
A Band of Bleod-hound' Furies in their chaſe. 
Cæſ. Firſt let us lodge where they ſhall never find 
The Hart whoſe Death thoſe Hunters have defign'd ; 
Then with Relays each to his Station go, 
And bravely fall upon the Savage Foe : . 
Our Bugle Breath ſhall wind Recheats, and tell 
'Tis not the Deer's but the raus d Hunter's Knell.: 
Jul. While you, that Virtue might not be undone, 
Look'd fierce, methought my Brows too catch'd a Frown z 
I burn'd and grew ambitious to be one. DOTS 
Whoe'er ſhe be, as ſure ſſie is moſt fair, 
For whom the Sounds of Fame fo buſy are, 
I promiſe her a Covert, where ſhe ſhall, 
Safe as in Clouds, look down upon em all. Wie 
Cæſ. O Bounty, which my Blood can never pay 
I would do all, yet I muſt ſomething ſay: - 
What Hell- born Envy, cursd- infernal Spight, 
80 us d to Darkneſs that it hates the Light, 
Shall dare, tho? Silence ſhe with Pain endures; 
Traduce a Virtue ſo renown'd as yours? _ 
By Heav'n I ſwear, and by this faithful Steel, | 
do deep in Beauty's conqu*ririg Quarrel dy'd, 8 


Lſtand your Champion to your Cauſe ally'd, 
To damn thoſe Slaves that have your Fame bely'd. 


Enter Narciſſa running. 


Nar. Fly, fly, you're loſt, the Empire% overthrowau l 
Fly, Plangus, fly Sir, murder'd Cæſars Son 
Not ſtir! By all my Fears, moſt cruel Prince, 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay and die. I'll drag thee hence. 
The Captain whom your Valour left for dead; 
Heard your Diſcourie, and has relation made: 


14 


Al 
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All's out, thou art betray 4, O0 wn. undone; 
What ſhall I fay ? Thy — thy Birth is known 3 7 
Deſtruction gallops to thy Murder poſt, 
And Cæſar looks as if the World were loſt. 
Ca ſ. Tho' driv'n by Whirlwinds he ſhould roll like Fire, 


I would not from this Earth one Inch retire : 


All Thoughts of Safety from my Side revolt, 
III ſtand him tho? he were a Thunderbolt. 
Nar.. Perhaps my Pray'rs and low Submiſſion may 

Divert his Wrath, or his Revenge delay. 
Jul. With yours my mingled Tears and Sighs ſhall join, 
He may reſiſt yours, but he ſhall not mine. 
Nar. Bat if inflexibly he will deny, 
Together let us all reſolve to die: | 
Glo. Since this ſecures my Honour, can I fear ? 
Not Martyrs with more Joy their Summons hear. 
Methinks I long in thoſe dark Walks to tread, | 
And wrap my ſelf about with honour'd Lead, 
Where all the Worthies of the _ lie dead. 
Nor ſhall my Spirit in that pond'rous Caſe” 
Be kept, but ſhoot, as Rays thro? Cryſtal paſs : 
Thro Doors of Death, with Mountains pi'd on Rocks, 
With thouſand Bars, and with ten thouſand Locks, 
Like Lightning ſhe ſhall cut her ſacred way 
Thro' all, and riſe to everlaſting Day. 
Nar. What Spirit's this more fierce than boldeſt Men, 
That with ſuch Haughtineſs does Life diſdain ? 
Cf. O Death! thou ever dry blood-thirſty Slave, 
10 Hell-hound, all art thou reſolv d . are 
t taſte m Heart, tis „rich, an 
Each Drop” overs 1 Tuns of vulgar Blood. 
Cannot thiexhauſted Shore for one ſuffice, 
Pl! make it up with Rivers from their Eyes : 
Tears will not make him. drunk the Slave replies. 
Gl. Can this be true? Cæſario, doſt thou droop? 
Doſt thou at laſt beneath Death's Burden ſtoop 2 
Is this the Hero, this the godlike Man, n 
. Whoſe Rage the A1. Berians over- ran #77 


Let Deſtiny about my Death conſult, - d 


That 
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That me redeem'd this Day from rav nous Pow'r, 
And from the Pounces of the Vulture tore? 

Cz/. O Ghriana! with Confufion I 1 
Confeſs tis now a dreadful Thing to die; 
Your fatal Purpoſe does to pieces tear : 
That Courage which all Dangers elſe can - 
O live, retire, and thoſe bleſt Beauties hide, 
Far from the reach of C/ar's cruel Pride; 
Then I ſhall eafily Death's Yoke put on, 
And calm as thoſe that fall aſleep, lie down. 

Glo. Ce/ario,. no, unjuſt 


: [Puts up r Paik, Nane Nareiſſa obſerves ber. | 


Why ſhou'd I wake when thou art gone to reſt? 
And ſince I love thee, which I now may own, 


The faſteſt Secrets are by Death undone, 


What will Life ſignify when thou art gone? 
Grant that. I ſcape the Tyrant's Rage, and fly | 
To ſome ſtrange Land, and leave you here to die. 
Shall I ſurvive to blot thee from my Mind? © 
Forget thee? or to one leſs brave be kind? 
Is this thy Wiſh? or wouldft thou I ſhould live, 
And thy eternal * er. PRE 

Cæſ. Live, die, ee, or yi ſelf 
KA more of you, but Heav'n, — Ng 
Heav'n that can ſee ſuch Virtue in Diſtreſs, 
And with exceeding Power a Tyrant bleſs ; - 
Heav'n that could ſmile when nobleſt Romans fell, 
As if enormous Cruelties were well; 
Heaven that allows this Parricide a Name 
As great and good as the firſt Sons of Fame. 

Nar. Love ſparkles thro' her Shade: 
His Eyes to her, and hers to him are mov'd, 
She loves, ſhe loves, and is again belov'd, 
She ſighs and weeps, ' and rolls her ſubtle "gy 
And all the Charms of knowing 22 tries 2 
She looks as if her very Eyes wou'd | 
As if (ah would it might) — Heart — break. 
But Cæſar comes, ſome other time I'll take 
To tell my Wrongs, his Life is now at ſtake. 


8 
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74 * 


When fighing Kings to Egypr's Court ſhe drew. 


Some Minutes, and the trampled Globe — 6 


_.  Glorians ; or, the 


4 
Enter Auguſtus, Captain, Asrippa, Mecernas, Guards, _ 
E 
Cop. Hither I Aalewid dem with 6.cantious view, And 
Aug. Mecænas, let him have the Talents due But 
Lo where the Raviſhed undaunted ſtands, For 
As if encompaſs'd with a thouſand Bands; Scar' 
Bold as Briareus warring in Heav'n's Field, He 
When fifty flaming Swords his Arms did wield, | Tw 
And fifty Wuielle expos d to Thunder held. Whe 
O my Agrippa ſhou'd I view him long, Com 
I ſhoy'd farget, forgive the mighty wrong; Mon 
In that mgjeſtickGlance and fiery Air,. Ge 
Methinks our awful Father does appear The 


Agr. Something leſs fierce his Viſage does renew, Who 
Such Beams from beauteous Cleopatra flew, 


I am by Birth what you adopted are, 
The King of Kings, and the World's lawful Heir. 
Aug. Such you were nam'd by Anthony indeed, 
But the great Ce/ar otherwiſe decreed. 
Cæſ. What he intended who but Heav'n can tell? 
Scarce ſeated from th' Imperial Throne he fell: 
He ſtood on Ala Shoulders unafraid | 


Cel. Ves, my renown'd Extrattion I declare, & Com 


r 

He had no EP for a Proſpect round, 

For eer to E he could be juſt, 

That Head which Stars encompaſs d kiſs d the Duſt. 

Aug. Yet to make void whatever you can ſay, 

And daſh your boldeſt Hopes that fly at fway, 

By his laſt Will, which was to Romansſhewn, 

I was ordain'd to mount and fill his Throne, 

hp ng nn rene 
E. 1 no am to bf £1 

The of Pow'r, and how its Riw'lets wind; 

Yet this I know, your latter boaſt was vain, * 

Ceſer had neter adopted you to reign, "AG 


Had he known me, who from the Womb was — 


ET Wy eee * 
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Aug. When conqu'ring Car Pompey did purſue, 

And in his Cauſe the Memphian Tyrant ſlew, 

He bought yaur Mother's Love with Ecce: Crovm, 


And with her at a Kingdom's price lay down. 
But having ſurfeited with Bea 


utys tys Joys, 
For Beauty much polleſs'd extremely c 
Scar'd with his ſhame he wak'd to Wars Alarms, 

He left her pregnant, and he ruſh'd to Arms. 

"Twas godlike, and he imitated Fave, 

Who with exceſſive thundring tird above, 

Comes down for caſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then 
Mounts dreadful, and to thundring 

Ce/. Talk'ſt thou of her baſely —— gave me Birth, - 
The moſt illuſtrious Empreſs of the Barth; | 
Whoſe Smiles Kings did with Adorations crave ? 

By Heav'n 'ſhe — have ſcorn'd thee for her Slave. 
Name not thy humbler Blood, nor let it be 
Compar'd to mine, nor more than I to thee ; 

Who am to thee, nor will I me commend, 

A God all o'er, and thou all o'er a Fiend. © 

Aug. You ſpeak, Cæſario, with as little dread, = 
As if you were at ſome vaſt Army's head 3 | 
Were it not that I rev'rence oe . Blood, 

Thus long you had not 

Cæſ. O Counterfeit! O of ect Pow 

Not Woman &'er diſſembled thus before. 

Thou reverence Cæſars Blood—— 

Thou who didſt never ought that's generous * 

Who never didſt forgive a noble Foe, 

Me wouldſt thou make believe thou canſt be kind? 
I know th' Hypocriſy, thy devliſh Mind, 
Which holds thy 2 high to ſhew, 

But art all Ruin, Blood and Hell below. 

Aug. Who Cer was thus provok'd and cou'd forbear ? 
Be witneſs all, himſelf he will not ſpare. 

Ce/. No, Tyrant, no, I will in publick die, 
And once at laſt expoſe thy Cruelty ; 
The Murders which thou icherto haſt done 
Were acted cloſe, their Authors rarely known; 


But 


"096 eee 
2 
' to m 

Mar. —— Fucher and jolt Rage org, 


I offer Life which he cannot receive, 
He's fo heroick that he will not live. 


Tis his deſire, and for this one laſt Hour: | by By 
J have decreed he ſhall be Emperor; 4 Vet 1 
His Majeſty's.reſolv'd, you heard him ſay, | Gh 
Guards go and his imperial Will obey. Aire! 

Ce/. Let em come on, tis ſport that I have try'd Mah 
In hundred Battels, thouſand Deaths defy'd, . Heap 
And now in all their Horrors can deride. | TDran. Till } 


A the Guards prepare to fall on, Marcellus draws.) And a 
Mar. Reſtrain ur Fury, barb ' rous Men ! take heed, And t 
By Cæſar he that goes not back ſhall bleed. Thust 

Aug. What now? Marcellss ! Dur ſt thou Traitor dam MY Orr 1 
Thy Sword againſt thy Father? where's. the fans 
The Majeſty this Face was want to bear? 

Mar. Twere Cowurdice in ſuch a Canſe to fear: 
No, Cæſur, either grant my Friend his Life. 
Or ſee me periſh in the noble Strife. 

Aug. Do, periſh; die; i&t poſlible that thou 
Shouldſt call him Friend, who is thy Father's Foe? 
He who thy only Rival is in Power, . | 
Doft thay not kriow he woukd thy Life devour ?: 

. Who Serpent - like does to thy Boſom ſpring, - - 
And with warm Foldings does about thee cling, 
Watching his Time when he may ſhew his Sting. 

Ce/. This ſuch a Baſeneſs is, ay black a Gale 

That all the Seas of Blood which thou haſt ſpilt, 
With all thy Clouds of Luſts, can t parallel, 
Thou oſt in Falſhood now thy ſelf excel: 

But ſhou'd Marce//as harbour ſuch a Thought, | 
Iam to ſomething: worſe than Ruin brought. 
Mar. Tax not my Loyalty, you are too juſt 

The Firmneſs of my Friendſhip to miſtruſt 

I am all yours, and you- ſtand here as fair 
And faſt as e er you ſtood in ſhining War; 
N Jo in bright Steel ia 2 a4 
The Shock of Troops that made Aſſaults in vain. 


41. 
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Aug. Ungrateful Wretch ! unworthy of a Throne! 
By Heav'n I will adopt another Son: <8 L 
Gaſt thou thy right to Kingdoms give rr, 
Thy ſelf and him who rais d thee thus betray? . 
Forget what ſweating Pains, what bloody Tous _ 
We bore, tadorm our Arms with Nations ſpoils 3 . &dS> 
Yet with our utmoſt reach ſcarce graſp'd a Crown, . 
Glory than Empire is much eaſier won: 8110 
Empire's like Heav'n, which who wou'd bravely win, 
Muſt Giant-like with high aſſault begin? "1 
Heap Hills on Mountains, Project add to Plot, 
Till huge Foundation for the work be wrought : 
And as he climbs, at · Stars that croſs him frown, 
And tear em faſt as petty Princes down. 
Thus thro all Oppoſition muſt he paſs 
Oer Walls of Cryſtal, Battlements of Bras; 
Till Majeſty cries out, this, this alone 8 1 
B he who Heav'n becomes, and fits a Throne. 
Cæſ. Thou talkft of Cruelty, of Blood and Toil, 
Yet having hunted me into the Toil, 
My Lion Rage with Words far off you brave, 
But come not nigh for fear you find a Grave. 
Aug. Diſarm Marcellus and Cæſario ſlay; 
Kill him, haſte, kill him without more delay. hh 
| [julia and Narciſſa interpoſe and kneel. 
Jul. Hold Father. 
Mr. Hold. 
Jul. Let me your Wrath atone. 
Var. O hear the Siſter of your once lov'd Son. | 
Jul. Your Daughter hear. [They come forward 
Nor. As you are great be good. on their Nuces 
Jul. And hear the Voice of your crying Blood. 
Aug. Treaſon! Conſpiracy | they have combin' 
With knit Diſloyalty to break my Mind, 
To waſte my Spirits, and to bow my Will; 
let like an old tough Oak Pl hold out fill: 
ite of the Sighs that blow, and Show'rs that weep, 
My Soul to Death ſhall her vow'd purpoſe keep. 
weak, break your Hearts, the Guſts of Grief 1'll tire, 


You. HI: 3 1 


, 
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Like hammer d. Anvil III more blows require, 


| Becauſe Cæſario has my Honour freed, 


Cæſar. I yield to wear my former Chain. 


That at each ſtroak my Eyes may ſcatter Fire- In 
Nar. By all the —.— Honours you have won. Bu 
Ju By all the Nations that you have undone. 

ar. Stop here, the Tempeſt of your Fury lay, A 

Do not the Earth with laſting Storms diſmay. Te 

Jul. Or to your rolling Thunder give à Check, Bui 

Or let the Cloud upon your Daughter break. 
Aug. Yes, Vipers! yes, by Jupiter it ſhall ! Th 

Til lighten, thunder and conſume. ye all. ( 
Kill em, Guards, kill my Niece, my Daũghter, Son; WI 
"Tis glorious Death they ſee, haſte, puſh em on. Cor 
Ha ! Villains——Traitors, dare ye thus give back? Ihe 
My ſelf in my own Cauſe revenge will tale. Wh 
n Agrippa and Mecænas Bold bin. c 
'Tho' Blood's below an Emperor to ſpill, Alre 
Tl firſt diſarm em, and then you ſhall kill. Hov 


[Strives to get from Agrippa. Tha 
Thus an old Lion ſtruggles with his Prey, m= EW] 
Which when all torn his flaming Eyes ſurvey, 
The royal Savage ſcorns the cafy Prize, | 
And calls his young ones forth with dreadful cries ; 
He gathers round him all the cruel Brood, 
Thus calls em on, and fleſhes em in Blood. 
[ Breaks from their Arms, Gloriana unveils ani 
| meets him.) | 
Glo. Anguſius, hold, and Cæſar's Son retire, 
Tis juſt that I for all ſhou'd once expire; 
Ce/ario but for me you ne&'er had known, 
Who ſav'd my Life by hazarding his own, 


Your Doom has ſentenc'd' him and theſe to bleed: 
Which to avoid, and ſet all right again, 


Cz/. Ah cruel Princeſs! What, what have you done? 
And whither wou'd you from Cz/ario run! 
All's loit for wich I thought Life worth regard; 
You have your {elf transferr'd that dear Reward 
Which I with thouſand Dangers wou'd have bought, 
You have your ſelf my ſhar peſt Torments wrought. 3 


im. 


pa. 


s and 


one? 


Death I con' meet In its moſt hideous 3 


How to your ſelf unkind, to me unjuſt, "BY 2 
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In n — 3 Storms, 
ii, 12185 [Renders his Sword. 
A Life that does its own diſquiets make. ti 48 7 
To her Vexation, Terror tis to thee, 
But of all Torments tis the worſt to me. ; | 
Aug. I take thy Sword, and when J think it fit, 
Thy Soul her melancholy Houſe ſhall quit. 
Gli. By all heroick Proofs of your high Fame, 
When yours I ceaſe to be I nothing am: 
Conceal'd exalted Projects fill my Mind, 
I had not elſe to Cæſar thus reſign'd 
What is all yours. ge 
Ce/. By Heav'n you are all his, 
Already he is haſtning to his Bliſs. 


* 
— 


That wou'd to one ſo known a Tyrant truſt ? 
[ ſee his Eyes red with triumphant Luft. 
[ ſee htm from your ſacred Body tear eit 5 [7 
The ſcatter'd Robes in your diſhevled Hair; 7 | 
I ſee his bloody Hand, I hear his Tongue 1 | 
Cry yield, and now I ſee you thrown along 
Hands tir'd, Speech loſt, no Rhet'rick now appears, 
But ſpeaking Sighs, and more perſuading Tears: 
Now graſping thee my Fancy ſhews him nigher, 
Pale as thy Cheeks, and ſhaking-with defire, 
I ſee him on thy.vanquiſh'd Honour tread, + : 
| ſee the Rape, and with the fight am dead. 
Aug. Death | — I'll endure. no more, haſte, lead her 
And, Guards, upon your Lives ſecure the Prince. (hence; 
How dar'tt thou gaze thus now: thy Doom is paſt ? 
Cæſ. Vil look my Soul out. 

Aug. Do, this Look's thy laſt. t. 
To rack thee more, thou ſhalt. Jook once again, 
And paſs by Heav'n to Hell; tis witty pain, 
And worthy of a King's revengeful Brain- 
As obſcene Birds ſnatch the Remains of Light, 
Riſe late in Suramer-Eves, and ſet in Night ; 
So like a Bat thou ſhalt her Eyes ſurvey, 

Then in Death's deepeſt * dive away. 

2 


4 .. 1 1 | Oriana ; "or, De 2 Key 
 * He goed u, fl by - Marcellus, Julia. N. 

| ( who ſeem to intreat him; Sasel ep - = 
Cex/.'O Gloriana Bay gt iro ne IT . 
Glo. O Ceſar! - W 


* 


* 


C ſ. Ceaſe; AY; 
Let's ſeal our Lips with everlaſting Peace. | 
Griefs ſo unutterable who can ſpeak ? 1 

Glo. Have we Hearts ſtill? Ts | T} 

Cæſ. Grant Heav'n that mine may break. An 

Gl. Cæ ſario, we muſt part. | Th 

Cæſ. Gods! ſhe's in haſte, | | ol 
The time the Tyrant gave ſhe wiſhes paſt. Ve 

Glo. Cæſars Commands will inſtantly be ſent, 14 
"Tis better to divide than to be rent. Ma 
How much I love | | Qu 

 Ce/. That I wou'd dying hear, f 
And to the Shades the ſweet Expreſſion bear. | "i 

Glo. Why ſhou'd you wiſh what cannot be expreſt, Th; 

But gveſs my Flame by that which warms your Breaſt ? Wh 

| Love's Magnitude is harder to declare, : 7 
Than tis to tell the Bigneſs of a Star. If t 
This I can ſay, if that can Paſſion ſhew, May 
Wich you I'd rather to a Cottage go, | G 
Than with Azguſtus live and wear a'Crown; - And 
"Tis Death to part and yet I muſt be gone. C 
This tho' I know, I cannot but look back, And 
And ſigh Adieus, and thouſand Farewels take. The 
I linger after you, and wiſh your fight, May 
Like Birds that languiſn for the morning Light: May 
Like Babes unkindly wean'd, that take no reſt, That 


But bath'd in Tears lie-pining for the Breaſt ; 
I ſeek your Heart, and when I find it gone, 
J weep and ſigh as I wou'd break my own. 
Ce/. Tis Love, tis Love, the great dear extaſy, 
And I with Raptures find you equal me: 
O that ſuch Loves ſhou'd have ſo quick a Doom 
Like lives of Lillies, blaſted in their Bloom: 
Vet we'll appear in this laſt Minute ſtrong, 
And talk as if our Joys ſhou'd flouriſh long: 


ny ome — — — — oe oe xp ooo - 
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We like proteſting, Swains, will plight our F 7 | 
And wiſh that when we break't, our perjur'd Breath. 5 
May traight be ſtopt by the cold Hand of Death, S 

A If not to Death my Paſſion I preſerve. 
And all the Love which you can give deſerve, 

Tho from their Seats the rival Gods came down, | 
And each ſhou'd woe me with a ſtarry Crown 8 
Tho' the fine Sun, or finer God of Love, ' 
Shou'd ſwear they priz'd me more than Joys above; 

Yet if to them in all the Beams they wear, 

did not thee in humble Weeds prefer, 

May Lions bolting from the neareſt Wood, 

Quench their hot Thirſt in G/oriang's Blood. 

Cæſ. If thou more fair than the red Morning's dawn, 
Sweeter than pearly Dews that ſcent the Lawn; | 
Than blue: ey d Violets, or the damaſk Roſe 
When in her hotteſt Fragraney ſhe glows, ; 
And the cool Weſt her wafted' Odours blows ; 

If thou art not the Darling of my Soul, 
May Mountains big with Curſes on me roll. | 

G/or. On me may Lightnings fall, and Mildews rain, 
And may I die at laſt of Mother's pain. 

Cæſ. May Jos ſhow'r all his Thunders on my Head, 
And may E be-deſpis'd when I am dead; | 
Then as I lie all pale upon the Ground, 

May ev'ry Virgin give my. Breaſt a Wound; 
May no Eye pity me, nor Heart deplore | | 
That faithleſs Wretch who his firſt Love forſwore. [ Ex. 


D B TED Tf 
r 
SCENE, The Imperial Chainber: 
Auguſtus, Narciſſa. 


20 HAT! ſhall Heathen dead 
. e your everlaſting 


5 ru —_ ſilence from your Ears, your 
. | yes 

Aﬀright with Forms of ghaſtly Miſeries: | 
Yet hear me. 1 3 Aus. 
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Aug. Thou ſhalt-be a Monarch's Wife, . 
| Alx me no more to ſpare Ce/arit's Life; 

A Vagabond thou ſhouldſt diſdain' to own, ' 
I fear I'll match thee to a Prince; be gone. 


Nar. A Prince! what Prince, what King, hat God 
Equal to him, to my Divinity? "(can be 
He is a Prince, a King, a God to me; n C. 
Hy Heart's firſt, laſt, chief, only Joy; | 
Can you hear this, yet purpoſe to el”. 1 | Sp 
O Iron Heart! wy ee T1 
Aug. Yet you can make it run. N Ar 
Soft F 2000 be gone: By Heav'n ſhe melts me down. | Bu 
Nar. My milky Infancy why did you grace, Jn 
And flatter ſo while you Tia me embrace ? W 4 
And ſwear this was the prettieſt charming Face ; — 


Is there no ſweetneſs left, nor grace to move 
Am I grown old? Have I quite loſt your Love? | Sha 
No kind Remains? All Promiſes forgot? _ © 

Aug. They are, they ate, and I will pay thee a 
Tm call'd to high Affairs and muſt not ne 


Go to your Garden-huſwifery, away. | 7 > 
Nar. Tis well indeed you can remember that; yi 
Oft-times as I on Beds of Violets ſat, p * 
Vou on my Knees plac'd your Majeſtick Head, 11 
| While on your Crown my Infant-fingers laid, 4 
And all your Silver-hairs in order laid ; ; 2nd 
And then you fmil'd and promis'd, nay you ſwore — 
Whatever I cou'd aſk of bounteous PoW 'r, | p ore 
It ſheu'd be granted: This you needs mult know, * 
And Heav'n that heard you {ure will angry grow, = 
And will revenge, if you deny me noõẽw. : re! 
Aug. Auguſtus cannot with Ce/ario ſtand: © 
Aſking his Life, thou doſt my Death demand. _ 
Two Cæſars the rent World will ne'er 95g | 5 72 
As well two Rival Suns might drive the , oa 
Or 7ove a Partner brook in heav'nly ſway. 4 


Mar. Poor Prince, you wrong him, he an Emperor ! 0 
Alas he never meant to ſhare your Pow'r ; -- * 
Spare but his Life, and he with me ſhall! dwel, 
In Groves which all your Palaces excel; 
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The Toil of War when Action makes us ſweat, 


| 1 thought you ſet for ever, but you riſe 
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Where Heav'n and Earth their choiceſt Wealth beſtow, 
Where no ſuch Weeds as Pride 'and Envy grow. 4 
We'll mock the Arts of Courts, and harms of State, 
Where thoſe are higheſt that wade deep in F ate, 
Like Giants very cruel, very great. 

Aug. Well, leave me, III conſider what to doz 
Ce/ario lives, and owes his Life to you. 

Mar. Live! ſhall he live! O Heav'ns | pronounce it plain $ 
Speak, let him live, diſtinctly once again, 
That I may die upon the raviſh'd found, _ 
And with my laſt Breath eccho Live, around, 
But you perhaps your myftick Mind unfold 
In riddling Terms, like Oracles of old; 
And I unknowing Innocence may take 
Your purpoſe wrong, and ſome groſs Error make. 
Dear dreadful Sir, let me this Grace receive, [ Kneels, 
Shall he without Equivocation live? | 


Enter Gloriana. 


Aug. Riſe, dear Vurciſſa, riſe, haſte and retire, 

T yield, I grant whatever you require. | 
Mar. This is my hated Rival; e'cr I go, 

III watch, and what ſhe acts with Cz/ar know.  [Exie. 
Aug. ' Ambition's Poiſon which the Spirits burn, ö 

And a the Blood to liquid Sulphur turn; 795 


Scorch'd with our ſultry Arms redoubled heat, 
Plagues, Surfeits, Fevers, the great harms of Peace, 
Contracted by exceſſive idleneſs, +. 7 
Are Dew-drops to the Brands, the glowing Fire ed 
You kindle here, and with your Brea $+.4g 

G/er, My Tears ſhall 7 eee the 

Aug. You may as wel | 
Put out the Sun, or quench the Fires of Hel. 


* 
a. - 


More glorious, more tormenting to my Eyes. 
Glor. Of furious Paſſion why ſhou'd pane complain 
Tome? Am I the Author of ' your pain 


I 4 Or 


* 


Or can I help what you, ordain ſhall be # Y, 
| You raiſe the Storms, and caſt em upon me. W 
The Works of Beauty, like it ſelf, are fair; A 
J beg for Peace, tis you that thunder War: H 
Like March tyrannick Rage black Tempeſts pours, 
But I like April am all Sun and Show'rs. Ca 
Aug. Tis true, continu'd Storms my Peace moleſt, I. 
And like old Ocean I can never reſt; Ve 
Abcut my Head many State-Tempeſts ſing, M 
And rapid Troubles the rais'd Billows wing: Bu 
Yet Bea ty's influence, like the Moon's below., 
Is cauſe of Paſſion's conſtant Ebb and Flow, - W 
But *tis at length by me reſolv'd, I will _ | Fi 
For the World's quiet and my own, be till ; | Bu 
Lou like the Queen of Love, waſted in Calms, Tl 
Diſtilling cordial Sweets and healing Balms, An 
Shall lull my ſtormy Cares, and rock my Head 
On the ſoft Pillows of thy Boſom laid. Th 
G/or. Shall then Cæſario live? An 
Aug. He ſhall, he muſt, | As 
*Tis indiſputable, be thou but juſt: 
With Kindneſs my unwearied Love regard, 
And give my Services their due Reward. 
Glor. Let him but live, and that Reward may come, 1 
Aug. Live! he ſhall live beyond the Day of Doom; He: 
Conſent, yield, bow thy Beauties to my Will—— If y 
Wouldſt thou have Blood? thou ſhalt whole Nations ſpill: Ma 
Or if t' oblige the World you'd Breath beſtow, No! 
Ce/ario's Life will be too little; no, Gil 
His Immortality can ne'er ſuffice, - Ma 
'Seak but the word, the dead, the dead ſhall riſe ; + Anc 
Teroes that dy'd a thouſand Years ago, 4 
Shall burſt Death's Adamantine Gates below, I w 
'Tho' Pluto ſhou'd himſelf the Porter ſtand, She 
And ruſh amaz'd to Light, at thy command. A 
Vor. "Tis fit that none beneath an Emp'ror ſhou'd To 
Mingle with Pompey's high extracted Blood ; - - Pl | 
We know Cæſario's young, and charming fierce, Thi 
But tis Auguſtus rules the Univerſe And 


Yet 
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Yet fince Cz/ario durſt attempt ſo well, 
Why let him live, but in ſtrange Countries dwell, 
And not preſume to ſhew his Follies ere, 
He dies if he again in Rome appear. * 

Aug. My Paſſion drinks your Eyes refreſhing — 
Catches your Breath, and hovers o'er the Steams 3 3 
I reel, my Joy's ſo ſprightly fierce refin'd, 

Yes, Madam, Love's the Drunkenneſs © *h" Mind: 
Men rais'd with Wine equal with Monarchs move, 
But Kings are Gods when extaſy'd by Love. 

Glor. With equal Paſſion I your Raptures greet, 
With as fierce Fires your hotteſt Burnings meet; 
Fierce as Waleſtris, Alexander fought, 

But with ſuch Arms as no Deſtruction wrought : 
Tl ruſh upon you with a Heav'n of Charms, 
And make you buckle when you're out of Arms. 

Aug. O thou art all the ſweetneſs of the Earth; 
Thou mak'ſt me young, nay giv'ſt me a new Birth 3 
And doſt ſuch Virgin-thoughts to me reſtore, 

As if I n&er had known Delights before. 
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Narciſſa meets em going cut 


Nar. Stay, Cæſar, ſtay, thou Man of mighty Ill. 
Hear me, and all the Stings of Horror feel; 
If yon perſiſt, go on in this dark way, 
May you arrive at Hell; may never Day, 
Nor Glory which did once your Breaſt enflame, 
Gild your Atchievements, nor adorn your Name: 
May you be hurl'd from the high Helm of State, 
And ſeem more vile than ever you were great. 

Aug. 'This Seed of Fire, left it or. ſpread about, 
J will diſcreetly in its growth put out; 
She ſhall a Pris'ner be, take her away., 

Mar. Bind me in Dungeons, yet I will not ſtay : 
To publiſh thy Diſgrace I'll ſhoot thro Pores, 
I'll pierce, Pl fly, I'll burſt the Priſon Doors; 
This Seed of Fire ſhall get ten thouſand Fears, 
And ſet the World on blaze about your Ears. 


Is; 
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Since you're ſo hat, the ſacred Fires repair; 
While you have any Breath there reck your ſpight, 
This frantick Zeal will make em burn more bright. 
br. Tho! highly born, yet educated low, 
' Diſtance, Degrees, and Forms ſhe cannot know ; 
Wi . She like a Shepherdeſs by Princes loyd, 
Wl 1s dazzld with the height to which ſhe's mov'd. _ 
Tho' bold to madneſs, pardon her for me, 
_ Excuſe her Ignorance and leave her fre. 
Nar. At thy Requeſt! diſdainful as you are, 
1 RR falſe, and moſt deſtructive Fair, 
Rather than with thy Pray'is I'il freedom buy, 
Dark as thy Soul I will in Dungeons lie. 
By Philters, Witchcraft, and infernal Art, 
"Tis true that thou haſt ſtoln Cæſariòs Heart; 
Thou like a cruel Fairy didit convey  Y 
That dear belov'd, that darling Heart away, bes 
And in its room a cold dead Figure lay. _ - 
But I will be reveng'd, to pieces tear 
Thoſe borrow'd Eyes, and that inchanted Hair; 
Pull off thy Pride, diſrobe thy gorgeous Pow'r, 
And ſtripp'd of thoſe, ſhew thee a Witch all o'er. 
Aug. Away to ſome dark Room let her be had, 
For either you and I, or ſhe is mad. 
| Nar. Yes, go devour your ſelves with eager Luſt, 
| Gnaſh with the Pangs of Paſſion, grind to Duſt; 
Join'd with Diſhonour infamouſly one, 
So may ye to the bluſhing World be ſhewn : 
As once the grim laſcivious God of War, 
Caught by the jealous Huſband's watchful Care, 
| Kiſſing Love's melting Empreſs, was betray d, 
Ridiculous to all high Rulers made, 
May thy Gold Scepter wither in her hand, 
| Still be a Slave, and ftill may ſhe command. [Zxi. 
2 | 
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Gier. Ceſar is mov'd, in his conſid'rate Eye 
I read Remorſe, and warring Paſſions ſpy 3. Mes” ( 
With ftronger Charms tis juſt I, draw him on, Or 
Leſt the revenging Deed be left undone. --- Me 
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Aug. No, I'll * go to bed to taſte the Joy, 
The lovely Poiſon whoſe ſad ſweets deſtroy ; 7 
Neither iti Bed nor Throne I'll be her Slave, | 
That Neſt of Pleaſures, but my Honour's Grave: * 
Here like Pigmalion's Image will I ſtand, | 
But never to be warm'd by any Hand. | 

Gar. What ſudden Horror's this that clouds your Eyes, C | 
Like Damps which from ſome Vault's foul bottom riſe? 
Smoth'ring the chearful Lights that ſhone ere while, 

It turns to mortal Frowns your ev'ry Smile: 
The Breath of any Man can warm, or chill, 
But yours alone can make alive, or kill. 

Aug. Of late ſo coy, and now ſo forward grown: 
The Myſteries of Love I have not known, 
Nor can I this dark Riddle's meaning gueſs ; 
If Fate be in't, let Fate it ſelf expreſs: 

I feel vaſt Appetite, yet dread to eat, 

As if I ſaw that Death were in the Meat. 

As half ſtarv'd Fiſh that fear the mortal Hook, 
Yet by the lovely Bait drawn in are ſtrook ; 

She hangs ſo fair, ſo tempting to my Eye, 
Let Ruin wait, I iltaſte her tho" I lic. [Exeunt. 


SONG. 


If. 


| How ſevere is Fate to break a Heart 
That never went a roving 3 
To torture it with endleſs ſmart, 
For too much conſtant loving : 
I bleed, I bleed, I melt away, 
1 waſp my watry Pillow : oe. 
wall the Woods alone all day, 
And trap me round in Willow.” 


it. Cæſario folas, riſing as from Sheep. 


Cæſ. Il not endure't ; hence from my Fancy ai. 
Or I to nought your frightful Air will cruſh; 
Methought I ſaw her in Augs/tus Bed, 
dig. And after by my. fide beheld her dead, 


BM ws die 
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Where you my Company muſt needs endure, 


Die. Guru better thou ſhouldſt bleed, 


Than once conſent in Thought to ſuch a Deed. 


Enter Narciſſa. 


O beauteous Virgin, Daughter of the Spring, 
Who to my Winter doſt refreſhings bring, 
Still all in Tears? Like the celeſtial Bow, i 
Bending with Cares and Sorrows that 0'erflow ; 
Tho! bright yet fad thy ſhinings all appear, 
And on thy ev'ry Glory hangs a Tear. 

Nar. Alas I know not what I have to fay, 
Yet I methinks could talk to you all day ; 
Tell you the mightineſs of Tyrant Love, | 
And how Icou'd from Courts with you remove; 
Cou'd like the humble Lark in my cold Neſt, 
Abroad all Night in froſty Meadows reſt: 
So I my Vows to you my Star might bring, 
And ev'ry Morning Songs of Sorrow ſing. 


Ceaſe thy lamented Story to declare, 

Doleful and ſweet as waking Nightingales, 

When they repeat in Groves their tragick Tales, 
Nar. Is it then writ in the dark Books above, 

That you the poor Narci//a ne' er ſhall love? 

That ſhe ſhall languiſh with eternal Pain, 


And never, never be belov'd again? 


O ſtay, I ſee denial in your Eyes: ; 
Yet as when ſome belov'd Relation dies, 


We to the Perſon whom he lov'd mult dear 
Wich Caution come, firſt uſher Doubt then Feat. 


And with fad Preparation teach the Ear 
So to my trembling Heart be cruel, kind, 


And ſooth with foft delays my wounded Mind. 


Cx/. I will for ever thus before thee ſtand, 
Walk, fit, or live, or die at thy command. 


Nar. Tis Heav'n to be thus Part of one poor Hour, 
To gaze and talk; alas, I aſk no more. 


And yet methinks 
If you and me the Emperor wou'd ſecure; 


Ce/. O Torment which the gen'rous cannot bear: 


Court If Augen Ceſar. 


In ſome cloſe Priſon for a Vear or ſo, 
Td find ſuch thouſand ways my Love to ſhew, 
With thouſand pretty Offices to ſerve, | 
That you ſhould ay, at laſt he does deſerve—— | 
Nay figh perhaps, and as I weary lay 
Before your Feet, with Tears my Labour pay. 
Cey. O arm thy gentle Boſom with Diſdain, 
And o'er thy Heart a noble Conqueſt gain. 
Think me alas unworthy to receive, 
And the vaſt Preſent to ſome other give. 
Nar. There is no reaſon why we love, nor how, 
Yet to the Yoke we all ſubmiſſive bow: 
With equal Feet Love treads on Kings and Swains 3 
Like Death, o'er ev'ry Neck he caſts his Chains; 
He wakes in Thrones, and ſleeps in flow'ry Plains. 
Ceſ. Will you forgive me, if I preis to hear 
How Gloriana does her Sorrows bear? 


Nar. Yes, that's the beauteous 'Thief that ſtole my Right, 


In whom your Soul ignobly does delight ; 
For the Bleſt know, tho” ſhe more beauteous be, 
In Virtue ſhe comes ſhort, far ſhort of me. 
Vile as ſhe is, untrue to all her Vows, 
Who now the Tyrant's proffer'd Luſt allows... 
Cæſ. O do not ſpot thy Virgin Purity | 
With ſuch Untruths, for one fo loſt as I, 
dhe vile ! ungentle, cruel as you are, 
Take heed, take heed, thou moſt injurious Fair, 
And ſpeak no more, leſt you be underſtood 
To have a Spice of Czfar in your Blood. 
Nar. If there be Truth in what the Dying ſay, 
Who wou d ſuſpected with the Living ſtay, 
By Heav'n ſhe is as falſe as I am true, 
And Cæſar wholly does her Soul ſubdue : 
To Baniſhment ſhe call'd your ſentenc'd Head, 
And ſleeps this Night in the Imperial Bed. 


Cæſ. Never ſuch Thundring ſhall my Vengeance make, 


The' ſhe were charm'd, ſhe ſhould no Slumber take, 


Tho ſhe were ſleep —— "ſleep! were ſhe dead yet ſhe 


ſhou'd wake, 


TI 
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Pull rouze her with the Noiſe of all my Wrong, 


Furies ſhall call her with eternal Tongues, 3 


Falſe, falſe, forſworn But I unjuſt appear, 


And you more cruel than the Tyrant are; C 
Cruel to add to ſuch a Maſs of Grief, D 
And I unjuſt to give your Words Belief. © I 

Nar. How! think me guilty of a Lye; O Heav'n! f 

Have I liv'd thus !——Yet may you be forgiv'n : B 
I am unfit to live and you to love, T 

Let me to Death, and you to War remove; | G 

You cannot be too rude in Armour dreſs'd, 

Since Cruelty is there like Fame profeſs d. * 
Like Love in Courts, it raves in ev'ry Breaſt. Bi 
Nor ſhall I need your, Sword to make a Wound, 

This laſt Unkindneſs weighs me to the Ground. F 

O all ye Vows of Paſſion that 1 gave! 1 H 

Return, and Jet me hide ye in the Grave. T] 
-  Ce/. Fall firſt ten Miltions ſuch as I, e'er. thou Fo 

To any Grief my Folly murmur'd bow : 8 

Look up, thou Eye o'th* World, why does the Red 

That now adorn'd thy Cheeks appear ſo dead ? Bu 

What fatal Purple's this that ſhakes thy Lip? He 
' Nar. I'm adding one ſmall Grain to Death's vaſt Heap, Bu 

Thy Love, thy Love, hard- hearted Cæſar's Son, To 

The poor accus'd Narciſ/a has undone. Ti 

Methinks you are not now ſo lovely quite, Die 

Or elle "tis Death that darkens thus my Sight: Sha 

Not to believe !——twas fo unkind a part, Yes 

There wanted only that to break my Heart. Pil 

Cæſ. Believe ! I ſwear I do, I will believe, Ro! 

And but for thee I will hereafter live; Ch: 

T'll tear that cruel Sorcereſs from my Breaſt, 

And plant thee there of all my Heart poſſeſo d: 

O do not die and leave me dumb, deat, blind, 1 

Expos'd to all the Curſes of Mankind; C 

Whole Earth will warm it ſelf againſt my Head, 1 

And all the Damn'd torment me when I'm dead. CC 

War. Ah ſoft Repoſe, how ſweetly now I reſt, Har 

As if your Boſom were with Roſes dreſsd: Wh 


Would She 
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Vould 
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Nar. Nay, now vou ſhall. 18 be believ'd: ” 
O Gloriana, bleſt above Women, how Fr 75 
Didſt thou this Heart to thy falſe Beauty bow 7 
I overheard her with the Emperor, 7 
Tis dy ing Truth, ſhe loves yo 15 than Pow! T5 + ar 
But I above the ors or BY oy Blils 8 
To which I haſte 22 my ala ſing ee, I 
ws me. + 185 Love = 
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wah — infus d, ſhall a new Being ing give e, 

Breathe with my Breath and with my live. | 
Nar. The mighty Cordial does my Senſes cloy, 

die like thoſe that furfeic with: vaſt Joy : | 

Had you ſuch Words ſome Minutes ſooner ſpoke, 0 


They'd faſten'd Life, but now tis vain, to 
For what can hold.us when our W break? 


Cf. Take me along, by Heav'n I'll follow thee, __ 
But how, no Inſtrument of Deltiny ? 
Heart, canſt not break like hers? — how calm ſhe went; 
But mine's too big, and muſt with Fate be rent, 
Torn from my Priſon Houle : why ſo it ſhall, 
Ili ruſh and leave my Brains on yonder Wall. 
Die! *tis molt fit; yet &er the Deed be wrought,. 
Shall not the Blood of Pompey know her Fault? 
Yes, Glortana, yes, thou murd” ring Fair, 
III hollow Death and V engeance in thy Ear; 
Rouze thee from Glory's Grave with potent Cries, 
Charm'd like a naked Gholt compell'd. to riſe. 


Euter Marcellus. 


Mar. I bring thee haſty News, live, live, but fly. 1 
Cz/. News for thy News, look there and bid me die. 
Mar. My Siſter dead! 
Cæſ. She parted from Life's Tree 
Hard, like green Fruit, and ſhe was pluck'd by me: 
Why doſt thou bend her? Life thou canſt nat mould: 
dhe is like Alabaſter, fair ou cold. 


CDi. 


Mar. 
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| Mar. O barb' rous Friend !-—Friend ! Tthe Name diſown,, 80. 
But tis thy Blood that muſt her Loſs atone : Tt 
Thy own curſt Tongue which did her Murder boaſt, Le 
Has ſentenc'd thee to Death For ever loſt, . Fo 
Die, royal Wretch— © 1 a 
Cæſ. What does thy Arm arreſt? Bu 
T have no Sword, and proffer thee my Breaſt : But 
Why doſt thou turn thy melting Eyes away? Th 
ST Jam in haſte for Death, and cannot ſlay. For 
7 Mar. Thou art not yet ſo black, but my quick Sight J 
li Thro' all thy Shades can ſpy ſome Streaks of Light; Anc 
Tho' bloody, thou art valiant, and I ſcorn 1 
To give baſe Death to one ſo nobly born: Wh 
Thou ſhalt in equal Duel periſ. But 
Ce/. No, 5. | 1 Mar 
Thou wert my Friend, and'canſt not be my Foe. Brig 
'Þ Tis true, thy Siſter died for love of me; Im- 
Can Mortals help what Heav'n ſets down ſhall be? By! 
. Am I in Fault? To thee I muſt be ſo; For 
Then right thee here, twill prove a welcome Blow. 2 a 
| | hs 
Inter Julia. M 
f Gro 


Jul. Cefario, live! what means my fatal Lord? 
Js't poſſible that you can draw your Sword 
Againſt your Friend, that Friend whoſe Life of late S 
Our Pray'ts redeem'd from near approaching Fate? 
Mar. Look there, and blame the Vengeance I ſhould give; Gl 
Is this a Friend? does he deſerve to live F | 
The horrid Crime which he has done peruſe, 


And then the Juſtice of my Rage excuſe. Gl 

Ce/. Something in this laſt. Treatment ſhews thee baſe;: That 
Thau call'ſt my Crime what my Misfortune was: This 
Should I have us'd thee thus, who wert to me Ther, 
A-thouſand times more dear than Life cou'd be? Wher 

Jul. How &er unfortunate, *twas a dread Deed, And t. 
At ſuch a Sight my Father's Eyes will bleed. To fa 
Yet, oh Marcellus] ſpare Ce/ario's Life, What 


*T's due to Friendſhip, and your weeping Wife. O Loi 
| nn, Sorrow Wich! 


C 


give; 


bale; 


re 


' Sorrow ſo noble paints his manly Look, 


And fly from thoſe thou ma' ſt unfortunate. 


What more can G/oriana- wiſh to do? 
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That to the Heart I am with Pity firook.: xk. 
Let his Life's farmer Acts this once perſuade, I 1 
For Faults perhaps which his Il-fortune made. 
Mar. Tis in the Clouds what e'er it be, and why, 
But my Heart ſays, by me he cannot die; 
But fly, be gone to ſome far Deſart, where 
Thou mayſt with Safety live, thou canſt not here; 
For tho' we ſpare thee, Ce/ar will not ſpare. 
Jul. Go, go, Ce/ario, fly thy threatning Fate, 


Ce}. Wretch that I am, and Terror to the Earth! 
Where, where is now th' Advantage of my Birth, 
But to be highly miſerable ? No, | 
Marcellus, yet there's ſomething left to do; 

Bring me, before: w Nen for ever, where 

I may to Gloriana's Guilt appear 

By Heav'n, not ſhe nor Cæſar ſhall be harm'd, 
For I will go with nought but Sorrow arm'd. 
By all Remembrance of our Friendſhip paſt, 
Grant me this one Requeſt, for tis my laſt. 

Mar. I will do this! go not that way, my Eyes 
Grow fick, and Clouds of Death before me riſe, 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Emperor's Bel-Chamber. 


Gloriana ſola, dreſ?d in White, with 4 Dagger in 
| Ber Hand, 7. apers, &c. 


Glo. He dies, this Idol of the Earth ſhall down; 
That Brow that aw'd the World with ev'ry Frown, 
This Night ſhall bear its Terrors to the Grave, 
There Great Auguſtus ſhall his ire have. 

When he is dead, Marcellus muſt aſcend, 
And to high Safety call his noble F nend: 
To ſave my Honour, and Cæſario too, 


O Love! how maſculine are all my Fires? 
1 what dread Thoughts the God my Breaſt inſpire po 
an. 


294 Cloriana; ar, he 
When like a Lion all compos'd to reſt; 15 4 | 
The Tyrant leans upon my Virgin*Breaſt,”' |: 


But 

In golden Dreams expecting boundleſs Bliss, G 

Til rock him faſt; for ever faſt with . | I mi 

But hark he comes, I muſt my Arm prepare, App 
Il to the N. ant wait his coming there. Reſf 

| : But t 
Cæſario n goes to the Bed drazws ths 0 artain, aud 6 


Nen on her; joe riſes aa d. 


G5. Who's this? am I awake; or * 1 ſee 2 
Cæſaris here indeed, can this be he? 
If thou be Cæſar's Son that did adore 
The Blood of Pompey, ſpeak, or love no more. 
Ce/. Love no more. 
Glo. Why doſt thou thus with frightful Action gaze! Air 


Or art thou but the Ghoſt of him that was? G 
Ceœſ. The Ghoſt of him that was. | My 
Gh. Such by thy Redfaſt Eyes thou wouldſt appear, 2 
Thy dread Replies unuſual Horror bear, n Vou 
Vet ſure that Form my Soul can never fear. Prep 
Who was thy Murd'rer, if thou murder'd be? Tor 
By Cæſar ſlain? or wert thou kill'd by the duch 
* "Caf Kill'd by thee. Like 
Glo. Ceaſe, horrid Eccho, ceaſe and tell at large, But 
What doſt thou ſeek, what is it thou wouldſt charge ? How 
Some dreadfu] Buſineſs drives thy ſtormy Mind, G, 
In G/oriang's Breaſt a Haven find, C. 
Art thou diſtracted with thy mighty Grief ? It all 
Or wouldit thou gain from wretched me Relief? 80 it 
Czf. JI came to ſeek for painted Virtue here, So m 
For one exceeding falle, exceeding fair; And 
For one whoſe Breaſt ſhpne like a Silver Cloud, G 
But did a Heart compos'd. of Thunder ſhroud; C 
For one more weeping than the Face of Nite, Will 
Whoſe liquid Cryftal- hides the Crocodile; Puri 
For one who, like a God from Heav'n, did pour I wa 
Rich Rain, but Luſt was in the golden Show” rs G 
For one who, like Pandora, beauteous ew, = 
But A train of Curſes with her drew 2.2004 Tho 


PTE | For 


and 


2! 


For 


1 of An a ear. 


For one who like 7 of Diamonds ſtood, 
But hemm'd with Death, and oven Flood... 
Gh. Did I not know you? n Frame, 
| muſt confefs 8 might che manner blame: 

Appearance Sul ſome jealous Troubles raiſe, 


RefpeRt the Time, the Poture and the Face 7 ! 


But truſt me and retire. 

Ce/- Still worſe Retire, 
And jeave thee here to roll in ſinful Fir ire, 
Like a fair Glutton gorging vaſt Deſire, - 
O Appetite of Angels! ſuch with Awe 


Thou didſt appear when firſt thy Form I aws ; 


Glory came down, and Beauty hoyer'd —_ 
But fleeting as the Boſom of the Air: 

Air not more wiſh'd, nor eaſier had than thou z 3 
Air which the Gods to Men and Brutes allow. 


Glo. Have I deſerv'd this? but you may go on, 


My Faith will better by y our Guilt be * 


Cæſ. Tis true, the Pits of fun gend 1940 fans, 


You look as you were going to a Grave, 
Prepar'd to crumble into Roſy Duſt, 
To meet a Tomb, and not the Bed of Luft: 


Such Heav'n is in your Face all clean and nd 
Fleſh, ſo clear to Sight; tun 


Like Goddeſſes i in 
But tis not fit I tell what's lodg d within, 


How full thy Boſom is of fouleſt Sin. 5 
Glo. Speak, for I am prepar'd the worſt to FLY, | 
Cæſ. O ſuch à Heart thou haſt that lodges there, 


It all things deadly and perverſe does will: 

So in bright Palace, black Tyrants kill; 

do mortal Damps are hid in golden Mines, 

And deprav d Spirits lurk in facred Shrines. 
Glo. Have you done Yetht. Ji: 0000S 5 
Cæſ Tue Ills that thou halt done, | 


Will, like the Steeds of Ni ght, for ever run, ; I; 
Furies fil laſhing on ee thee, e 


| was the Cauſe of dead Narc Ns Fate. 
C. O Heav'ns! 


Cæſ. "Twas Love of thee t that ung d ber . 


ould never come. © 


Thou thought'ſt thy Perjury 


9 


9 4f1 
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To 


* 


Gierl 1 67 * * 


I learnt how excellently falſe you. were: 

But I, fond Fbol, 4 55 not 4 till he. 

By Death confirmed thy matchleſs Treachery.. 
Glo. I ſeem'd indeed with Cæſar to conſent,, 
But tywas to give him fatal Puniſhment ; 

To end his Tyrannies with one great Blow, 
Which all your Rage in vain cſiay'd to do. 

For this I leant on the Imperial | 

, Deeply reſolw'd with this to ſtrike him dead; 
For this I urg'd you to retire at firſt,  _ 
"Tis true, or may I be for ever curs'd, 

Cæſ. I know, I know you cannot want Excuſe, 
The Fair are ſtill moſt witty in Abuſe; 

But I am arm'd, with Demonſtration arm'd, | 


Did not the Dying ſpeak it? perfect Proof; 
I heard, I've ſeen, by Heav'n there is enough: 
I will de deaf as Winds when Seamen pray, 
And ſweep as furious and as ſwift as they. 

Glo. Yet cruel turn? + 
Cf. By all the Gods, III not, * 
Fam reſolv'd, and will no more be caught: - 
Thus turning from thee, thus 1 bſe the Sight | 
Of all Jever lov d. Ill take my Flight 
Beyond the Scythian Hills, weed horrid Care 
With her cold Sighs chills all the neighb'ring Air; 
Freezes Life's Heat, and binds the ſpringing Blood; 
here Mirth and Joy are Words not underſtood; 
here thouſand Sorrows ſhoot along the Glades, 
And melancholy fits in mighty Shades: 
Thither I'll fly, and darken all the Place, 
And with new Clouds the ſolemn Mourners grace; 
With Floods of Tears Il waſh the Stains of Love, 
And raiſe all Cæſar to the Thrones above. 


Or if you fear, Tl teach you how to die: 
TI "ng your Guide in your dark courſe,. and ſhow 


G 8 


170 theſe deluded Bars; but 'ryas from her "= phe 


And will nomore with Beauty s Wounds be harm” d: 


Glo. Be gone, to Death, to Death, Cæſario, fly, 


The way to Heay'n, e 


Lö . Wat Ceſar. 


TI! imp your Pinien, whe they flag with Guilt, 
And ek on ſame-Cloud's; axe izog ob Quilt ; 
Chide your ons as you weeping ſit, 

Yet par your aults, you did commit. 4 65; 
Thou * believe me. true. RT L am dead, 
And Death will free me from the Tyrant's Bed: 
Turn then, behold the Offering which I make, 
The laſt of Pompey dying for thy ſake. 

Ce/. Hold, G/oriana, deſperate murd'ring Fair! 
Thus, is it thus thou woud'ſ thy Honour clear? 
Each drop that falls will to az Ocean ſwell, 

To ſwallow me; (who can tue Horror tell?) 

| drown, I'm ſunk beneath the Depths of Hell. 
But I'll not ſpeak to thee, my Breath's fo foul, 
That ev'ry poiſonous Word will blaſt thy Soul. 

G1. Ah eruel kind! I can but loſe ow now, - 
And Death's leſs dreadful than thy angry Brow ; 
The dreadful Scene was ſo ſeverely wrought, 
Except I dy'd, I muſt be guilty thought: 

But I'll no more the Crime el Fate upbraidʒ 
Wipe thy bath'd Eyes, and raiſe thy drooping Head, 
Alas, we were not for each other made. ; 

Ce/. Night! everlaſting Night Oh! 

Gl. Do not grieve; 
With my laſt Breath Pardon and Love receive. 
Support me. 

Cf. Firmer than old Atlas Rands, _ 

And prop a richer Heay'n-with mortal Hands. 

6%. Take me ſecur' d from paſt and future men. 
Bow'd to thy Neck, and ſinking in thy Arms: 

Igo the long dark way | 

Cæſ. Not yet. 


Glir. Farewel. mh TDies, 


Ce/. Back, thou departing Life, back to the Cell, 
Her Heart in Heav's, thou canſt not ſweeter dwellz 
Move the ſtill Pulſe, and thaw each frozen Vein; x 
Return, I fay, I'll force thee back again; 

Catch the bare Soul juſt plunging into Bliſs, 
And give it back with this falt deathleſs Kiß. X 
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TH 1540 ieee goats agar” eee rang Got Thou 
*  « " Buter' Auguftas'in bir Nightigton, tf Wick 
; Intent tte 7 7 2349. 4 
vg. Thus when' the Roy Ragle f ps to pair, win 
With a delib'rate Wing he ant fog 4 * Now 
Views all the Queens of his Heroick Race, 206 PIs Aim', 
To judge whoſe Eyes deſerve Imperial Grace: ' With 
But having choſe, aloft his Empreſs bears And 
To kiſs Fove's feet, and know her kindred Stars: A 
So ſhall my Miſtreſs fit enthron'd above; And. 
Firſt ſhare my Glory, and then taſte my Love, Yet f 
Ha! who art thou? my Rival arm'd! 'who waits? 
Ceſar's bettay d..? ö Ca 
| | AY | And 
Enter Meccœnas and Guards. | -2ry 
22 s 21 . 10 f a n 
Ce/. Call the oppoſing Fats Oh ! 
Wich all the Forces of the fighting Earth, | 5 My! 
For I wou d periſh as becomes my Birtu. | I's 
Aug. How cam'ſt thou here? B | Give 
Caf I will not tell thee how, 
Should the Gods aſk, I have not leiſure now: 
But more to blow thy hate, and on diſdain © , 
Pile burning Rage, behold thy Miſtreſs Slain, , A, 
Now give me Death. ee A, 
Aug. Death ! thou haſt nothing nam d. | Beho 


Thou ſhalt be rack'd an Age, and then be damn'd. 5 Terr 


Oh Ghriana, bright unhappy Fair! Witt 
But ſhall Revenge be wanting to Deſpair? ? 4 
Kill him, he dies tho“ Cæſar ſhould come down, : SINCE 
And for his Life with ſacred Sighs atone. 64 
 Cz/. I thank thee, mighty Rival: A And 

Vet er my Ghoſt puts on her airy 8 Qu . N 4 
Behold I kneel, ho ne'er to Man yet bow d., 2 Wit] 
And beg that when the fatal Fir e's convey'd, [ 6 Thu 
By which this Body muſt be Aſhes made. Por 
Some of my Duſt, as a more gen'rous "£0 | By t. 
May be inclosd in Ghrjand's Tomb. Aud 


Aug. Thou-erav'ft thoſe Hotiours that my Envy move, 
Yet I'll be juſt to Glory as to Love; : 915 we 
un | | | Thou 


Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 199 
Thou ſhalt not vainly kneel, I will comply | 
With your defires, Cæſaris riſe and die. 
C4. This Act of Virtue, thoꝰ fo lately ſhewn, 
Will in Oblivion all your Vices drown: © 
Now, Guards, your mighty Maſter's Will y. 
Aim'd at my Heart your pointed Weapons lay; 
Wich all your Spears my Body thus e 
And let me ſet in Glory as I roſe. | | 
Aug. The Fate he claims my Juſtice has decreed, 
And tho? I turn me from the bidden deed, | 
Yet for the Empire s ſafety he muſt bleed. | 
rgb. 
Caf. Thus fell my F ather, thus encompals'd round, 
And born beneath him- Glory to the ground ; 
With the remains of Life Pl} drag me on, 
And at thy Knees for-ever lay me down. 
| Oh Happineſs! Oh pleaſure ! in Death's pang's! 
& My hovering Soul o'er thy lov'd ſweetneſs hangs : 
| Ill graſp her all, and Love ſhall laſt be mine; 4547 
Give me but this, Cæſar, the World is thine. [Dies. 


Enter Agrippa. 


Ar Heav'n Cæſar guard ! 
Aug. Oh my Agrippa, ſee, 
| Bchold the malice of my Deſtiny; 
q Terrible Death which I fo often brav'd, 
With this laſt vizard has the Victor ſcar'd. 
Agr. Yet by the fall of Love Empire's acquir'd, 
; vince with your Miſtreſs Cæſar's Son expir'd, 
Mee. Thus when th' Immortals take, they greatly give, 
And bribe your big affronted Heart to live. 
Aug. But all Earth's Kingdoms cannot equal weigh 
With the vaſt ſums Love in the Scale did lay: 
Thus the great Governours return me Braſs 
For Gold, and for my Diamonds barter Glaſs. 
by this time I had been in Bed in Heav'n, 
Aud o'er their heads with tow'ring Pleaſures driv'n. 


nove, | 4 | MW, | 


Thou e Enter 


— — ͤ 


-- a -- CI 7 —— CO — CY 
COME ISIS ors > ——— 
- - bes —— - —_— 4 
bs —- — - 
- — 
* 


— - — 
ad —ͤ — ene 
— 


2205 


+» 
= i 


* 13 i * 4 . 4 of — 
% Gloria na Ji ah hn Bahn 9 
* =— y \ 2s * 2 
1 . | * - x — | - 
* 2 Fi 5 3 C 3 - % a hs , 
= * n * +» . 
4 - 
* o 8 =. m 
TW Ne ; » "YT. * "4 
— bY ” 
L 4 I 
: " * 


7h. Vet fortify your minde- dread Sir, and hear 


What no 
Fate by 
Aug. Ha! 

Tib. Marcellus ſtay' d 
Sunk in her Arms, and 
Stretch'd on his Limbs the Princeſs lies all pale, 
And ſoon will periſh excep il. 
Asgr. We muſt ſubmit to the Divine Com 


e but 1 durſt offer to your Ear, 
arciſ/a's loſs more ſpite has ſhewn. 
ja from the ground, 
without a wound: 


* 


HY 


Aug. No, Til not take a blow more at their Hands: 
Raiſe me a Fun'ral Pile, and round me mourn, 


For *tis reſolv'd like Hercules Pl burn. 
Grief mortal as his poiſon'd ſhirt ſticks faſt, 


And now I wiſh that my laſt Hour were paſt ; 


That my immortal Honours were begun, 
PH die, I'll ſet this Ev'ning with the Sun. 


- Summon the Earth, wrong'd Livia's Son proclaim 
My Cæſar, and to Heav'n reſound his Name. 


Tib. For me *twere vani 
Yet in Auguſtuf quarrel I 
And almoſt wiſh t 
That I might 


to make reply 

. 15 1 : 
World might once rebel, 

p the Fame your Foes to quell: 


But you already awe the Nations round, 


- And at your Nod bow'd Scepters touch the ground. 
Aug. Small are the Thanks I owe the Pow'rs above 


For all the Nations that beneath me move: 

As ſevere Maſters ply their early Charge, 
Vet their vex'd Spirits at ſet times enlarge, 
Some few ſhort airy. Joys in Fields to find, 


And for worſe Hatdſhip bait the wearied mind; 
80 Heav'n abroad with Conqueſt crowns my Wars, 


But wracks my Spirits with dom 


eftick Jars. 
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To the Right Honourable 


70H N, 
Earl of Murexavs, 


Gentleman of His MAI E ST vs 
Bed-Chamber, 


And Knight of the Moſt Noble Order | 


of the GARTER, 


* 
HEN I hear by many Perſonss 
not indifferent Judges, how Poets 
are cenſured moſt, even where 
they moſt intend to pleaſe, and 
ſometimes by thoſe to whom they 
addreſs condemn'd for Flatterers, 
dycophants, little fawning Wretches; I con- 


feſs of all Undertakings there is none more 


K 3 dreadful 


* 


| 206 The Dedication. 

28 dreadfu] to me than a Dedication, 80 nicely 
cruel are our Judges, that after à Play has 
been generally applauded on the Stage, the 
induſtrious Malice of ſome Afﬀter=- Obſervers 
ſhall, damn it for an Epiſtle or a Prefate. Fot 
this Reaſon, my Lord, © Alexander was more 
to. ſeek for a Patron in my troubled Thoughts, 
than for the Temple of Jupiter Ammon in the 


ſpreading Wilds and rolling Sands. *Tis cer- 


_ tain too, he muſt have been loſt, had not For- 

tune, whom I muſt once at leaſt acknowledge 
kind in my Life, preſented me to your Lord- 
ſhip: You were pleaſed, my Lord, to read it 
over Act by Act; and by particular Praiſes ; 
proceeding from the Sweetneſs rather than the 
Juſtice of your Temper, lifted me - up from my 
natural Melancholy and Diffidence to a bold 
Belief, that what ſo great an Underſtanding 
warranted, could not fail of Succeſs, 


AND here I were moſt ungrateful, if I 
ſhould not fatisfy the judging World of the 
Surprize I was in. Pardon me, my Lord, for 
calling it a Surprize, when I was firſt honour'd 
by waiting upon your Lordſhip: So much un- 
expected and indeed unuſual Affability from 


Perſons of your Birth and Quality; ſo true an 
Eaſineſs, ſuch Frankneſs without Affectation, 


 T never ſaw. Your conſtant but few Friends 
Sy ſhew. the Firmneſs of your Mind, which ne- 
ver varies; ſo godlike a Virtue, that a Prince 


puts off his Majeſty when he parts with Re- 
ſolution. In all the happy times that I at- 
| tended you, unleſs Buſineſs or Accident inter- 
poſed, I have obſery'd your Company to K 

5 : tne 


| FIN The Dedic cation. 205 | 
the ſame. You have travell'd thro* all Tem- 
pers, fail'd thro“ all Humours of the Court's ' 
unconſtant Sea, you have gain'd the gallant 
Prizes which you ſought, your ſelected unva- 


juable Friends; and I am perfectly perſuaded, 


if you traffick but ſeldom abroad, *tis for fear 
of ſplitting upon Knaves or Fools. Nor is it 
Pride, but rather a Delicaey of your Soul, that 
makes you ſhun the ſordid part of the World, 
the Lees and Dregs of it, while in the nobleſt 
Retirement you enjoy the finer Spirits, and have 
that juſt Greatneſs to be above the Baſer. How 
commendable therefore is fuch a Reſervation} 
How admirable ſuch a Solitude! If you are fin- 
gular in this, we ought to blame the wild, un- 
thinking, diſſolute Age; an Age whoſe Buſineſs 
is ſenſeleſs Riot, Neronian Gambols, and ridiculous 
Debauchery; an Age that can produce few Per- 
ſons beſides your Lordſhip, who dare be alone. 
All our hot Hours burnt in Night- Revels, drown'd 
by Day in dead Sleep, or if we wake, tis a Point of 
reeling Honour jogs us to the Field, where if 
we live or die. we are not concern'd; for the 
Soul was laid out before we went abroad, and 
our Bodies were after acted by mere animal Spi- 
rits, without Reaſon, | 


WHEN I more narrowly contemplates 
your Perſon, methinks I ſee in your Lord- 
ſhip two of the moſt famous Characters that 
ever antient or modern Story cou'd produce 
the mighty Scipio, and the retir'd Cowley, Yow 
have certainly the Gravity, Temperance and 
Judgment, as well as the Courage of the firſt;. 
al: which in your ny Attempts of War 


4. gave: 
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gave the nobleſt Dawn of Virtue, and will, 
when Occaſion preſents, anſwer our Expecta- 
tion, and ſhine forth at full. Then for the 
latter, you poſſeſs all his Sweetneſs of Hu- 
mour in Peace, all that Halcyon Tranquillity of 
Mind, where your deep Thoughts glide, like 
filent Waters, without a Wrinkle; your Hours 
move with ſofteſt Wings, and rarely any La- 
rum ſtrikes to diſcompoſe you. You have the 
Philoſophy of the firſt; and, which I con- 
feſs of all your Qualities I love moſt, the Po- 
etry of the latter. I was never more mov'd 


i at Virgis Dido, than at a ſhort Poem of your 
| Lordſhip's, where nothing but the Shortneſs 


can be diflik'd. As our Churchmen with there 
were more Noblemen of their Function, fo 
wiſh I in the behalf of depreſs'd Poetry, that 
there were more Poets of your Lordſhip's 
Excellency and Eminence. If Poetry be a Vir- 
tue, ſhe is a ragged one, and never in any 
Age went barer than now. It may be obje- 
Qed ſhe never deſerved leſs, To that I muft 
not anſwer : But I am ſure when ſhe merited 
moſt, ſhe was always diſſatisfy'd, or ſhe would 
not have forſaken: the moſt ſplendid Courts in 
the World. Virgil and Horace, Favourites of 
the mightieſt Emperor, retir'd from him pre- 
ferring a Miſtreſs, or a white Boy, and two 
or three chearful drinking Friends in a Coun- 
try Village, to all the Magnificence of Rome: 
Or if ſometimes they were ſnatch'd from their 
cooler Pleaſures to an imperial Banquet, we 
may ſee by their Verſes in praiſe-of a Country 
Life, *twas _ againſt their Inclination z witneſs 
Horace in his Zpode, Beatus ille qui procul, — 
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Part of his ſixth Satire, his Epiſtle to Fuſe+ 
Ariſt. Virgil's Georgic, O Fortunatos nimium be- 
ua ſi, c. all renderd by Mr. Cawley ſo co- 
piouſly and naturally, as no Age gone before, 


or coming after ſhall equal, tho' all Heads join © 


together to outdo him, I ſpeak not of his 
Exactneſs to a Line, but of the whole. This 
then may be ſaid, as to the Condition of Poets 
in all times, few ever arriv'd to a middle For- 
tune, moſt haye lived at the loweſt, none e- 


| 


: 
. 
: 


' 


' 


ver mounted to the higheſt: Neither by Birth, 


for none was ever born a Prince, as no Prince 
to my Remembrance was ever born a Poet: 


nor by Induſtry, becauſe they were always too 


much tranſported by their own Thoughts from 
minding the grave Buſineſs of a World: nor 
of their Humour, Whereas even Slaves, the 
Rubbiſh of the . Earth, have, by moſt prodi- 
gious Fortune, gain'd a Scepter, and with their 


vile Heads ſully'd the Glories of a Crown. 


Praiſe is the greateſt Encouragement we Ca- 
melions can pretend to, or rather the Manne 
that keeps Soul and Body together ; we devour 
it as if it were Angels Food, and vainly think 
we grow immortal, For my own part, I ac- 
knowledge I never receiv'd a better Satisfaction 
from the Applauſe of an Audience, than I have 
from your ſingle Judgment. You gaze at Beau- 
ties, and wink at Blemiſhes; and do both fo 
gracefully, that the firſt diſcovers the Acute- 
neſs of your Judgment, the other the Excellen- 
cy of your Nature. And I can affirm to your 


Lordſhip, there is nothing tranſports a Poet, 
next to- Love, like commending in the right? 
Place: Therefore, my Lord, this Play muſt be 
whom I baye rais'd 


yours; and Alexander, 
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from the dead, comes to you with the Aſſu- 
rance anſwerable to his Character, and your 
Virtue. You cannot expect him in his Majeſty 
of two thouſand Years ago; I have only put his 
Aſhes in an Urn, which are now offer'd with 
al Obſervance, to your Lordſhip, by 


4 


My Lord, 


Hur Lordſdip * 
N Humble, 
Obleci, aud 4 
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Mr. LEE, on his AulzxanDaER. | 


HE Blaſt of common Cenſure cou'd I fear, | 
Before your Play my Name ſhou'd not appear; 
For *twill be thought, and with ſome Colour too 
I pay the Bribe I firſt receiv'd from you: 

That mutual Vouchers for our Fame we ſtand, 

To play the Game into each other's Hand ; 

And as cheap Pen'orths to our ſelves afford, 

As Beſſus and the Brothers of the Sword. 

Such Libels private Men may well endure, 

When States and Kings themſelves are not ſecure: 

For ill Men, conſcious of their inward Guilt, ; 
Think the beſt Actions on by-Ends are built. 

And yet my Silence had · not ſcap'd their Spite, 

Then Envy had not ſuffer d me to write; | 

For, ſince I cou'd not Ignorance pretend, 

Sach Merit I muſt envy or commend. 

do many Candidates there ſtand for Wit, 


A Place in Court is ſcarce ſo hard to get ;- E. | 


In vain they croud each other at the Door, 

For ev'n Reverſions are all beg'd before: 

Deſert, how known ſo e'er, is long delay'd ; 

And then too Rools and Knaves are better pay d. 

Yet, as ſome Actions bear ſo great a Name, 

That Courts themſelves are juſt, for Fear of Shame z: 
do has the mighty Merit of your Play 

Extorted Praiſe, and forc'd it ſelf a way. 


K 6 Tis: 


(an). 


is here, as tis at Sea; who fartheſt goes, 
Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes 3. * 
Yet when ſome Virtue much ont groups oy reſt, 
It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be 
As his Heroick Worth ſtruck Envy 
Who took the Dutchman, and o_ cut the Boom: 
Such Praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions move, 
That *tis no longer feign'd ; *tis real Love, 
Where Nature triumphs over wretched Art ; 
We only warm the Head, but you the Heart. 
Always you warm : and if the riſing Year, 
As in hot Regions, bring the Sun too near, 
TEE ' Tis but to make your fragrant Spices blow, 
Wich in our cooler Climates will not grow; 
| They only think you animate your Theme 
With too much Fire, who are themſelves all Phlegm 
Prizes wou'd be for Lags of ſloweſt pace, 
Were Cripples made the Judges of the Race. 
Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 
The too much Vigour of your youthful Muie. 
'That humble Stile which they their Virtue make 
Is in your Pow'r; you need but ſtoop and take, 
Your beauteous Images mutt be allow'd 
By all, but ſome vile Poets of the Croud. 
But how ſhou'd any Sign-poſt Dawber know 
The Worth of Titian or of Angelo? 

Hard Features every Bungler can command; 

= To draw true Beauty, ſhews a Maſter's Hand. 
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EN, 


PROLOGUE. 


Written by Sir Car Scroop, Bart. 


OW hard the Fate is of the ſcribling 8 
H Who torites to all, when yet ſo few can judge! 
Wit, like Religion, once Divine was thought; 
And the dull Crowd bel iet d as 2 were 2 5 

No each Fanatick Fool { 
The Text, and does the ſacred 2 rit profane : 
For, while your Wits each others Fall purſue, 
The Fops jurp the Power belongs to you 5 
Vs think y* are challeng'd in each New Play Bill, 
And here you come for trial of your Skill; 
Where Fencer like you one another hurt, 
While with your Wounds you make the Rabble ſport. 
Others there are that have the brutal Will 
To murder a poor Play, but want tbe Skill. 
They love to fight, but ſeldom have the Wit 
To ſpy the place where they may thruſt and Bit; 
And therefore, like ſome Bully of the Town, 
Mer fland to draw but knock the Poet down. 
With theſe, like Hogs in Gardens, it ſucceeds, 
They root up all, and know not Flow'rs from Weeds. 
As for you, Sparks, that hither come each day, 
To at your own and not te mind our Play; 
Rebearſe your uſual Follies to the Pit, 
And with loud Nonſenſe drown the Stages Wit; 
Talk of your Clothes, your laft Debauches tell, 
And witty Bargains to each other ſell ; 
Glout on the filly Sbe, who for your ſake 
Can Vanity and Noiſe for Love miſtake ; 
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But "tia not to ſuch trifling Foes as yu, 


He hopes to rout the mighty Hoſt of Fools. 


Til the Coguet ſung in the next Lampoon 

1s by her jeatogs Friends ſent out of Town, 

Fur, in this duelling, intriguing e, . 
The Love you' make is like the War you wage: 
Fare ftill prevented & er you come t'ingage. © 


The mighty Alexander daigns ta ſue ;. 

72 Perſians of the Pit be does deſpiſe, 

Bet to the Men of” Senſe for Aid he flies; 

On their experienc'd Arms be now depends,, © 
Nor fears he odds, if they but prove his Friends: 
For as be once a little handful choſe, —- 
The numerous Armies of the World t oppoſe, 

So back'd by you, who underſtand the Rules, 


JAE TACTIC TENT UB ANNE FIBRIN 
EPILOGUUE. 


HAT ber they mean, yet ought they to be curſt, 
Who this cenſortous Age did poliſh firſts 


As Prieſts againſt our Ladies Arts declaim, 
And for one Patch both Soul and Body damn. 
But what does more provoke the Actors Rage, 

( For we muſt ſhow the Grievance of the Stage) 
L, that our Women which adorn each Play, 


if | Who: the be Play, for one poor Error blame, 5 


I 9 | Bred at aur Coft, become at length our Prey: 


While green and four, lite Trees we bear them all, 
But when they're mellow, ſtrait to you they fall: 


"8 Yau watch em bare and ſquab, and let em reſt 


| WH But with the firſt young Down you ſnatch the Neſt. 


pere s not one Lady will receive your Court ; 


Pray leave thoſe poaching Tricks, if you are wiſe, 
1”.r we take out our Letters of Reprize. 
For we have wow'd to find a Sort of Toys 
R'n1n to black Fryars, a Tribe of chipping Boys: 
¶ ence they come, they'll quickly ſpoil your ſport ;; 


But 


EPILOGUE. arg 
But for the Nouth in Petticoats run wild, * 
With Oh ibe arch Wagg, the ſwecte Child: * 

The panting Brraſt, white Hands, and Litly Fer 
No more ſhall your pall d Thoughts with Pleaſure meet, 
The Woman in Boys Clothes, all Boy Hall be, 
And never raiſe your Thoughts above the Knee... 

Well, if our Women knew how falſe you are, 

They wou'd flay here, and this new Trouble ſpare : 

Poor Souls, they think all Goſpel you relate, 

Charm d with the Noiſe of ſettling an Eſtate : 
But when at laſt your Appetites are full, 

And the tir d Cupid grows, with Action, dull: 

uli find ſome trick to cut off the Entail, 

And ſend em bath to us all worn and flale. 

Perhaps they'll find our Stage, while they have rang d 
fa ſome vile canting Conventicle, chang de | 1 
Where, for the Sparks who once reſorted there * EK 
With their curd Wiggs that ſcented all the Air, * © 
They'll ſee grave Blockheads with ſhort greaſy Hair. 

Green- Aprons, Steeple- Hats, and Collar-Bands ; : 
Dull ſnit ling Rogues that ring, not clap their Hand:; 
Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Croud, 

And Miſſes that in Vizards laugh'd aloud. 

They 11 hear young Siſters figh, ſee Matrons old, 

7 their chop'd Cheeks their pickPd Kerchers hold, 

Whoſe Zeal too might perſuade, in ſpite to you, 

Our flying- Angels to augment their Crew ;: 

While Farringdon their Hero ſtruts about em, 

Aud ne er a damning Critick dares to flout em. 
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Alexander the Great. Mr. Hort. 
Ciytas, Maſter of the Horſe. Mr. Mobun. 
 Tyfimachus, Prince of the Blood: Mr. Griffin, 
Coder? Alexander's Favourite. e. Clark. 

Sander, Son of An- 

tipater, Mr. Kynaf * 
Polyperchon, Commander 

of the Phalanx, 7 . Mr, c 
Philip, Brother to Caf Mr. Powel. 

ander, 

efalus the Median, (Mr. Wilthire. 
Pergiccas,) 3 Mr. Ly dall. 
Eumenes, >. Great Commanders. * Mr. Wat/on. 
Meleager, [I Mr. Perin. 
Ariftanaer, a Southlaper: Mr. Cob. 


Sfigambis, Mother of the Royal F * Mrs. Cory. 
Statira, Daughter of Darius, married to 2 irg. Bat 
Alexander. 9 
Roxana, Daughter of Cobortanus, firſt 
5 Wife of Alexander. f To. * 
ariſatis, Siſter to Statira, in Love 
with Ly{machas. Þ * — 


Attendants, Slaves, Ghoſt, Da Guards. 


SCENE, Babylon. 
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RIVAL QUEEN 


Alexander the Great. 


" 


Ezier Hepheſtion, Lyſunachus, fighting ;- y tas 


l. parting them. 


nr. are you Madmen ! ha l.-Put 


p, II 


both. 
Ly I have his Sword. 


/ Muſt not, old Coytus? 
ch. Mad Lyfimachus, you muſt not. 
Heph. Coward Fleſh! O feeble Arm! 
He dallied with my Point, and when I thruſt, 
He frown'd and ſmil'd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend C/ytus; Father of the Werz 


7.5 Then, Miſchief's in the Boſom of you 


ch. But muſt not have his Life. 


Moſt 


Were 


18 The Rival Queens; or, 


, Moſt famous Guard of Alexander's Life, We 
Take pity on my Vouth, and lend a Sword: Hut 
Lyfimachus is Brave, and will but ſcorn me ;: [ 
In me, or let me fight with him again. < Put 
Zy There, take thy Sword, and fince thou art reſoly'd My 
For Death, thou haſt the nobleſt from my Hand. Cou 
Ch. Stay thee, 1 3 Hepbeſtion, hold E 
T bar you both, my Body interpos d. C 
Now let me ſee which of you dares to ſtrike, eh Wh 
By Fove ye ve ſtir d the old Man; that raſh Arm O tt 
That firſt advances, moves againſt: the Gods, And 
Againſt the Wrath of C/ytus, and the Will Tal 
Of our great King, whoſe Deputy I ſtand. Not 
/. Well, I ſhall take another time. And 
Heph. And I. Fr Whe 
Ch. Tv falſe. : He 
Another time, what time? what fooliſh Hour ? Nor 
No time ſhall ſee a brave Man do amils. | Whi 
And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this Madneſs? "T'w: 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire? Cupi 
A Czþid's Puff is it not, Woman's Breath? Two 
By all your Triumphs in the heat of Youth, The 
When Tons were ſack d, and Beauties proftrate lay, Whe 
When my Mood boil'd, and Nature work't me high, H. 
C/ytus ne er bow id his Body to fuch-ſhame : C- 
The brave will ſcorn the Cobweb Arts The Souls You : 
Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz'ning Sex, Who 
Weigh not one Thought of any Man of War. Read 
= IT confeſs our Vengeance was il|-tim'd. | Now 

Cly. Death! I had rather this right Arm were loſt, 


To which I owe my Glory, than our King 


Shout know your Fault——what, on this famous Day 
Heph. I was to blame. | 
Cly. This memorable Day. . 

When our hot Maſter, that would tire the Worlds 

Outride the lab'ring Sun, and tread the Stars, 

When he inclin'd to reſt, comes peaceful on, 

Liſt ning to Songs: while all his Trumpets ſleep, 

And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive; 

Shall we begin Diſorders,. make new Bros? 


We 


Alexander the Great. 

We that have Temper learnt, ſhall we awake 
Huſh'd Mars, the Lion, that had left to roar, 

Ly/. Tis true, old Ciytus is an Oracle. 
Put up, Hepheſtion——did not Paſſion blind = 
My Reaſon, I on ſuch occaſion too 
Could thus have urg d. 

Heph. Why is it adit we love? 

Cy. Becauſe unman'd. 
Why is not Alexander grown. Example ? 
O that a Face ſhou'd thus bewitch a Soul, 
And ruin all that's right and reaſonable ! 
Falk be my Bane, yet the old Man muſt talk: 
Not ſo he loved when he at I, fought, 
And join'd in mighty Duel great Darius, 
Whom from his Chariot flaming all with Gems 


He hurl'd to Earth, and cruſh'd th Imperial Crown 3 


Nor cou'd the Gods defend their Images, 

Which with the gaudy Coach lay overturn'd : 
Twas not the Shaft of Love that did the Feat; 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 
Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens diſturb 


The Court; and while each Hand do's Beauty hold, 


Where is there room for Glory > 
Heph. In his Heart, 
Ch. Well faid, 
You are his Favourite, and I had Riu 
Who I was talking to. See Syfgambis comes 
Reading a Letter to your Princeſs ; 


Now make your Claim, while I attend the King. (r 


Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis. 


Par. Did not you love my F ather? Yes, I ſes F 


You did, his very Name but mention'd brings 
The Tears howe'er unwilling to your Eyes. 
Llov'd him too, he would: not thus have forc'd 


My trembling Heart, which your Commands may break, 


But never bend. 
Sy. Forbear thy loſt Complaints, 
Urge not a Suit which I can never grant. 


220 The Rival Nen; or, 

#, Behold the Royal Signet of the King, 4 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepbeſtions Wife, 

| Par. No ſince Lyſimachus has won my Heart, 

My Body ſhall be Aſhes, e'er another's. | 
Sy/. For ſixty rolling Years who ever ſtood 

The ſhock of State ſo unconcern'd as 17 

This whom I thought to-govern being young, 

Heav'n as a Plague to Power, has render'd ſtrong 

udge my Diſtreſſes, and my Temper prize; 

ho, tho' unfortunate, wou'd ſtill be wiſe. | 

L To let you know that Miſery doth ſway, 

8 | [ Both kneel. 

An humbler Fate than yours, ſee at your Feet 

The loſt Ly machus: O mighty Queen, 

I have but this to beg impartial ſand 3 

And ſince Hepheſtion ſerves by your Permiſſion, 

Diſdain not me who aſk; your Royal leave 

To caſt a throbbing Heart before her Feet. 
Heph. A Bleſling like Poſſeſſion of the Princeſs, 


No Services, not Crowns, nor all the Blood 


That circles in our Bodies can deferve : 

Therefore I take all helps, much more the King's; 
And what your Majeſty vouchſaf'd to give, | 
Your Word is paſt, where all my Hopes muſt hang. 


/ There periſh too—all Words want ſenſe in Love; 


But Love and I bring ſuch a perfect Paſſion, 
So nobly pure, tis worthy of her Eyes, 
Which without bluſhing ſhe may. juſtly prize. 
Such Arrogance ſhould Alexander woe, 
Wou'd loſe him all the Conqueſts he has has won. 
/ Let not a Conqueſt once be nam'd by you, 
Who this Diſpute muſt to my Mercy owe. 
S/ Riſe brave Lyſimachus, Hepheft ion riſe: 
*Tis true Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his Love; 
And *tis as true, I protois'd him my Aid. 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate, 
How noble therefore were the Victory, 
If we cou'd vanquiſh this diſorder'd Love? 
Heph. "Twill never be. | 


el. 
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Ly. No, I will yet love nn,, 
And hear from Alexander's Mouth, in what 
Hepheſtion merits more than J. 

Sy/. I grieve, LN 3 | 
And fear the boldneſs which your Love inſpires; ss 
But leſt her ſight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, | 
'Tis juſt I take the Object from your Eyes. | 

2 r [ Exeunt Syſ. Par. 

Ly/. She's gone, and ſee the Day, as If her look 
Had kindled it, is loſt, now ſhe is vaniſhed. | 

Heph. A ſudden Gloomineſs and Horror comes 
About me. | 

Lyſ. Let's away to meet the King, 

You know my Suit. 

Heph. Yonder Caſſander comes, 
He may inform us. 

Lyſ. No, I wou'davoid him: 
There's ſomething in that buſy Face of his, 

That ſhocks my Nature. 5 | 

Heph. Where and what you pleaſe. [Exeunt. 


. Enter Caſſander. 


Cafſ. The Morning riſes black, the lowring Sun, 
As if the dreadful Bus'neſs he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his ſable Chariot on: 

The Face of Day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep, 

As if it fear'd the Stroak which I intend, | 
Like that of Fupiter———Lightning and Thunder! 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 

Or rather walk the mighty Cirque like Mourners 
Clad in long Clouds, the Robes of thickeſt Night, 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's Fall; 

"Tis as Caſſander's Soul could with it were, 

Which whenſoe'er it flies at lofty Miſchief, | 
Wou'd ſtartle Fate, and make all Heav'n concern'd. 
A mad Chalgean in the dead of Night 

Came to my Bed-fide with a flaming Torch; 

And bellowing o'er me like a Spirit damn'd, 

He cry'd, Well had it been for Baby/on, 


I hear freſh Murmurs as I paſs along: 


A beardleſs Bay fwell'd with inglorious Wrong, 


s- *a% 
* 
* 
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If cursd Caſarder never had been born. „ 
Enter Theſſalus, Philip , with Letters, | 
The/7. My Lord Caſander. 
Caf. Ha! who's there? 
Phil. Your Friends. | 
Cafſ. Welcome dear Theſ/alus and Brother Philip. 
Papers with what Content? 
- Phil. From Macedan 


A truſty Slave arriv'd—— great Atttipater 


Writes that your Mother'libourd with you long, 


Vour Birth was flow, and flow is all your Life. 


Craterus comes, 


Caf]. He writes, diſpatch the King 
Who in my room muſt govern Macedon ; 
Let him not live a Day——he dies to Night; 


And thus my Father but foreſtals my purpoſe: 


Why am I then? If I rode on Thunder, 
I muſt a Moment have to fall from Heavan, 
E'er I'could blaſt the Growth of this Coloſſus. 
© Thefſ. The haughty Polypercbon comes this way, 
A Male-content, on whom I lately wrought, | 
That for a ſlight Affront, at S/ giv'n, 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious Hate. of | 
Caf. So when I mock'd the Perfrans that adord him, 
He ftruck me in the Face, and by the Hair 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaftis'd ; - 


For which and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 


When I abandon what I have reſolv'd, 

May I again be beaten like a Slave. 

But lo, where Polyperchon comes, now fire him 
With ſuch Complaints, that he may ſhoot to Ruin. 


Enter Polyperchon. 
Pol. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me; 


- 


Yet rather than put up I'll do't alone. 
Did not Pau/anias, a Youth, a Stripling, - 


For 


For 


For a leſs Cauſe his Father Philip kill? 


With all the Furies brooding upon Horrors, 
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peace then full Heart! move like a Cloud about, 
And when time ripens thee to break, O ſhed 
mein all thy Poiſon on his Head. b Homage down 
Cafſ. Al Nations bow their wi 
And Feet of this exalted Man: 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from every Mouth, 
Is Alexander: Alexander burſts 
Your Cheeks, and with a Crack ſo loud 
It drowns the Voice of Heaven; like Dogs ye 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him; 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his Blaſphemy : 
And if this Hunter of this barbarous World 
But wind himſelf a God, you echo him. 
With univerſal Cr). 
Pol. I echo him: 
I fawn, or fall like a far Eaſtern Slave, 
And lick his Feet? Boys hoot me From ike Palace, 
To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs walk, 
When thus the noble Soul of Po/yperchon 
Let's go the Aim of all his Actions, Honour. 
The. The King ſhall ſlay me, cut me up alive, 
"ly me with Fire and Scourges, rack me 
Than 2 did I a e * IJ bow. 5 | 
Caf. e on thy Tongue for mentioning P ilotas: 
[ had rather thou hadſt Arifander been: 
And to my Soul's Confuſion rais'd up Hell, 


Than brought Philota, Murder to remembrarce. - 
Phil. I ſaw him rack d, a Sight ſo diſmal fad 
My Eyes did ner behold, 
Ca. 80 dilmal! Peace, 
It is unutterable ; let me ſtand, 
And think upon the Tragedy you ſaw z 
By Mars it comes, ay now the R Rack's ſet for 
Bloody Craterus his inveterate Foe, 
With pitileſs Hepbeſt ion ſtanding b 
Philotas, like an Angel ſeiz d by 8 


bs fraight difrob'd, a Napkin ties his Head, v2 
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I dare pronounce, young Alexander, who 
Did not your Ey*s rin Blood ? your Spirits burſt, 


The Torments of the damn'd'?? O Barbarians, 


ea cnn 
. * ———————— — —-— . 2 æ n 
4 — 


But where's the need to mention publick Loſs, 
WMhen each receives particular Diſgrace ? 


His warlike Arms with ſhimeful Cords are bound, 
And every Slave can now the Valiant wound. 


Pol. Now by the Soul ef royal Philip fled 


Wou'd be a God, is cruel as a Devil. 
Caf. Oh, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſabns, * 


To fee: your noble Fellow. Soldier burn, 
Vet without trembling, or a Tear, endure 


Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 
Ye — him bruis d, torn, to the Bones made bare; 
His Veins wide lanc'd, and the poor quivering Fleſh 
With Pincers from his manly Boſom ript, 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lie panting. 
Pol. Why kill'd we not the King, to fave Philotas ? Brings 
.Cafſ. Aſſes! Fools ! but Aſſes will bray, and Fools be Pal. 
Why ſtood ye then like Statues? there's the Caſe, (angry. Are yo 


The — of the Sight had turn d ye Marble. Phil. 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls To any 
Saw the dear Body of the godlike Hector, Thef 
Bloody and foiPd, dragg'd on the famous Ground, Pol. 
Vet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn Weapons ran Tear up 
To ſave the great Remains of that prodigious Man. Caſ. 


Pbil. Wretched Philotas ! bloody Alexander! 
 Theſ. Soon after him the great Parmenio fell, 
Stabb'd in his Orchard by the Tyrants Doom. 


Pol. Late I remember to a Banquet call'd, 
After Alcide: Goblet ſwift had — 
The giddy Round, and Wine had made me bold, 
Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings, 
I faw Craterus with Hepheſtion enter 
In Perſi an Robes, to Alexander's Health 
They largely drank ; then turning Eaftward fell 
F oy on the Parement, and-ador'd the Sun. | 
Straight to the Kin - Reverence gave 
With ſolemn Wend, G Son of thundring Fove, 
_ Ammon, live for ever; then kiſs d the a7 


I. 


4 


Do tha-w——whilt wich his Foothe » 
Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and * e Blood 
Guſh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, 


For which I wiſh this Dagger in his Heart. . 
Cafſ. There ſpoke the Spirit of Caliſilenes: 
Remember he's a Man, his Fleſh as ſoft 
And penetrable as a Girl's : we have ſeen nn 
A Stone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt: 
A Pebble fell'd this Jupiter along: 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc'd him, 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay a fit of common Sickneſs, 
Brings this immortal to the Gate of Death. 
Pol. Why ſhou'd we more delay the glorious Buick 
Are your Hearts firm? 
Phil. Hell cannot be more bent 
ar than I to the King's. 
The]. And I. 
Pol. Behold my Hand: and if ene Tray 
Tear up my Breaſt, and lay my Heart upon it. 
Caf. Join then, O — hearty, noble Hands, 
Fit Inftruments for ſuch Majeſtick Souls ; 
Remember Hermolaus, and — haſh'd. 
Pol. Still as the Boſom of the deſart Night, 
As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Friends. 
Caſ. To day he comes from Babylon to Soſa 
With proud Roxana. 
Ah! who's that ?———=Jook here. | a 


Enter the Ghoſt of King Philip, Sat ing a 
at em, walks over the Stage. | 


C Now by the Gods, or Furies which I ne er 

_— there's one of them arriv'd to ſhake us. 

t art thou? glaring thing, ſpeak: What the 8 irit 

Of our King Philip, or of Pol yphemus ? g 

oy hur] thy Truncheon, ſecond it with Thunder ; 
Wewill abi 5—— _ you nothing ? 


Vol. III 


O 


The. 


| Thefſ. Ves, and am more amaz d than you can be. 

Phil. Tis ſaid that many Prodigies were ſeen Now « 
This _ but none ſo 7 * And v 
Pol. t can ydu fear? tho the Earth yawn'd fo wi 
That all the 725 of the Deep were ſeen, * 

And Alexander ſtood on th' other ſide, 
I'd leap the burning Ditch to give him Death, 
Or fink my ſelf for ever: Pray, to the buſineſs. 
Ca. As I was ſaying, this Roxana, whom, 
To aggravate my hate to him, I love, | 
Meeting him as he came triumphant from 
The Indies, kept him revelling at Sz/a; 
But as I found, a deep Repentance fince 
Turns his Affections to the Queen Stat ira, 
To whom he ſwore {before he cou'd eſpouſe her) 
That he wou'd never bed Roxana more. 
Pal. How did the Perſian Queen receive the News 
Of his Revolt? 81 | 
_ _ Grief incredible! IP 
reat & is wept, but the young Queen 
Fell 415 — her Maids; * 
Nor cou'd their Carre 
With richeſt Cordials, for an Hour or more, 
Recover Life. Ann ; 
Cafſ. Knowing how much ſhe lov'd, 
I hop'd to turn her all into Medea; 
For · when the firſt Guſt of her Grief was paſt, 
I enter'd, and with Breath prepar'd did blow 
'The dying Sparks into a towriug Flame, 
Deſcribing the new Love be Roxana, 
Conceiving, not unlikely, that the Line 
Of dead Darizs in her Cauſe might riſe. 
I any Panther's, Lioneſs's Rage 
So furious, any Torrent's falls ſo ſwift - 
As a wrong'd Woman's Hate? Thus far it helps 
To give him Troubles; which perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the Court in univerſal Uproar. 
But ſee it ripens more than I expected, 
The Scene works up, kill him, or kill thy ſelf; 
So there be Miſchief any way, tis well; 
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Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe, i 
And with a Face of Friendſhip meet the King. [Exeunt. 


Enter Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, 'Attendants. 


Stat. Give me a Knife, a Draught of Poiſon, Flames; 
Swell Heart, break, break thou ſtubborn thing; 
Now, by the ſacred Fire, I'll not be held; 

Why do ye wiſh me Life, yet ſtifle me 
For want of Air? pray give me leave to walk. 

Sy. Is there no Reverence to my Perſon due ? 
Darius wou'd have heard me: truſt not Rumour. 

Stat. No he hates, | 
He loaths the Beauties which he has enjoy'd. 

O, he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man 

I Tyrant midſt of his triumphant Spoils, 

I; bravely falſe, to all the Gods forſworn : 

Yet who wou'd think it; no, it cannot be, 

It cannot What that dear proteſting Man! 
He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs, 
Then cool'd em with his Tears, dy'd on my Knees, 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 

And groan'd- and ſwore the wand'ring Stars away. 

/ No, 'tis impoſſible, believe thy Mother, 
That knows him well. 

Stat. Away, and let me die: 
0'tis my fondneſs, and my eaſy nature 
That would excuſe him ; but I know he's falſe, 

Tis now the common Talk, the News of the World, 
Falſe to Statira, falſe to her that lov'd him; 

That lov'd him, cruel Victor as he was, 

And took him, bath'd all o'er in Perfan Blood; 

Kils'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd 'em o'er 

And o'er in Tears——then bound em with my Hair, 
Lad him all Night upon my panting Boſom, 

Lal'd like a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs. 

Par, If this be true, ah, who will ever truſt 
A Man again ? 2 
Stat. A Man! a Man! my Pariſatis; 
ws with thy Hand held up, thus let me ſwear thee, 
the eternal Body of the Sun, | 
hoſe Body, O forgive = Blaſphemy, 

2 


o 


I lov'd 
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T lov'd not half ſo well as the leaſt part 


Of my dear-precious faithleſs Mexander ; 
For I will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 


Not the Spring's Mouth, not Breath of Jelamin, 
Nor Violets Infant-Sweets, nor ing Buds . Farey 
Are half fo ſweet as Alexander's ; | If Th 
From every Pore of him a Perfume falls, Sure t 
He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind, But is 
Curls like a Vine, and touches like a God. Sy/: 
Sy. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe Tranſports ceaſe? Come: 
Stat. Will you not give me leave to warn my Siſter } Stai 
As I was faying——but ] told his Sweetneſs, Joy of 
Then he will talk, good Gods, how he will talk! Sy. 
Even when the Joy he ſigh d for is poſleſt, Stat 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt Words, and looks ſuch Things, This is 


Vows with ſo much Paſſion, ſwears with ſo much Grace, And w 

That *tis a kind of Heaven to be deluded by him. 
Par. But what was it that you would have me ſwear? 
Stat. Alas, I had forgot, let me walk by, 

And _ awhile, and I ſhall ſoon remember. 

Sy/. Have Patience, Child, and give her Liberty; 
Paſſions, like Seas, will have their Ebbs and Flows: 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes 
We have receiv'd ſince Alexander's Conqueſt 
Can touch my harden'd Soul, her Sorrow reigns 
Too fully there. | 

Par. But what if ſhe ſhou'd kill her ſelf ? 

Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur'd Love: 
Roxana claſps my Monarch in her Arms; 

Doats on my Conqueror, my dear Lord, my King, 
Devours his Lips, eats him with hungry Kiſſes: 
She graſps him all, ſhe, the curſt happy ſhe. 
By Heaven I cannot bear it, tis too much; 
I'll die, or rid me of the burning Torture. 

T will have Remedy, I will, I will, 

Or go diſtrafted ; ' Madneſs may throw off 

The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paſſion. 
Madam, draw near with all that are in preſence, 
And liften to the Vow which here I make, 

S/. Take heed, my dear Statira, and conſider, 
What deſperate Love enforces you to ſwear. 


- 


G 


Stat 


Farewel ye Coz'ners of the 
And thou the greateſt, falſeſt A 


* Fen ae te I have confer well 
And here I bid adieu to all Mankind. 


Sex, 


ander; 
Farewel thou pow” beloy'd, thou faithleſs Dear; 
If I but mention him the Tears will fall; 
Sure there is not a Letter in his Name, 


But is a Charm to melt a Woman's Eyes. 
Sy. Clear up thy Griefs; thy King, thy Alexander, 


Comes on to Babylon. 
Stat. Why let him come, 


Joy of all Eyes but the forlorn Statira's. | 


S/. Wilt thou not ſee him? 


Stat. By Heaven I never will, 


This is my Vow, my facred Reſolution 3 


And when I break it —— 
_ Jy. Ah do not ruin all. 


tat. May I again be flatter d and deluded, 
Mey ſadden Death and horrid come — 
Of what I wiſh'd, and take me unpre 


V Still kneel, and with the 
The woful Im 
Stat. No, 


997 Vet be — 
tat. Never urge me more; 


Leſt driv'n to Rage I ſhou'd my Life abhor, 
And in your Preſence put an end to all 


fame 


tion thou haſt made. 

will publiſh it thre? all the Court, 
Then in the Bowers of great Semiramis 

For ever lock my Woes from human View. 


The fait Calamities that round me fall. SEN 
Par. Oan ngry Heav'n ! what have the guiltleſs done? 


And where 


Stat. When to my 


wretched Pariſatis run? 

Sy. Captives in War, our Bodies we refign'd ; 
But now made free, Love does our Spirits bind. 
purpos'd Loneneſs I retire, 
Your Sight I thro' the Grates ſhall oft deſire, 


And after Alexander's Health enquire. 
And if this Paſſion cannot be remov'd, 
Aſk how my Reſolution he approv'd, 


How much he loves, how much he is belov'd? 


L 3 


” 


[Kaeels, 


reath call again 
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Then when I hear that all things pleaſe him well, 
Thank the good Goda, nen 
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[ Excunt. 


FYAISAISS SIS SS: 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
Noiſe of Trumpets founding far off. 


Th SCENE dratos, and diſcovers a Battel of Crow! 
or Ravens in the Air; an Eagle and a Dragon met 
and fight; the Eagle drops dewn with all the rift of 
the Birds, and the Dragon flies away. Soldier 


walk off, ſhaking their Heads. 715 Conſpirators come 
forward. 


E comes, the fatal Glory of the World, 
+ The headlong Alexander, with a Guard 
Of chronging Crowns, comes on to Ba- 
Es lon, 

warn'd, in ſpite of al the Power 


ere 


Who by y theſe Prodigies foretel his Ruin. 


5 N all this Noiſe becauſe a King muſt die? 
Or Jes k eav'n fear becauſe he ſway d the Earth, 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer? 
Curſe on the babbling Fates, that cannot ſee 
A great Man tumble, but they muſt be talking. 

Caf. The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Arms 
We ſaw him wear, paſs'd groaning thro' the Court, 
His dreadful Eye Balls 10lld their Horror upwards; 
He wav'd his Wh and ſhook his wondrous Head. 
I've heard that at the crowing of the Cock 
Lions will roar, and Goblins ſteal away; 

But this majeſtick Air ſtalks ſtedfaſt on, ; 
Spite of the Morn that calls him from the Eaſt, 


Nor minds the op'ning of the Iv'ry Door. oh 
il 


Like Sil 
But we 
And w. 
Not [nf 

Theſ. 
There's 
As if he 
Statirg's 
Againſt 

Phil. 
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Phil. Tis certain, there was never Day like this. 
Caf. Late as I muſing walk'd behind the Palace, 

met a monſtrous Child, that with his Hands 

Held to his Face, which ſcem'd all over Eyes, - 

A Silver Boul, and wept it full of Blood: 

But having ſpy'd me, like a Cockatrice, 

He glar'd awhile ; then with a Shriek fo ſhrill 

As all the Winds had whiſtled from his Mouth, 

He daſh'd me with the Gore he held, and vaniſh'd, 
Pol. That which befel me, tho' twas horrid, yet 

When I conſider, it appears ridiculous : 

Fir as I paſs'd thro a by vacant Place, 

I met two Women very old and ugly, 

„bat wrung their Hands, and houPd, and beat their Breaſts, 

if And cri'd out, Poiſon: When I aſk'd the Cauſe, 

They took me by the Ears, and with ſtrange Force 

Held me to the Earth, then laugh'd and diſappear'd. 
Cafſ. O how I love Deſtruction with a Method 

Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Plot; 

Like Silk-worms we are hid in our own Web, 

0 But we ſhall burſt at laſt thro' all the Strings; 

rd And when time calls, come forth in a new Form, 

4 Not Inſects to be trod, but Dragons wing d. 

Thefſ. The Face of all the Court is ſtrangely alter 4: 

1) BW There's not a Peri an I can meet, but ſtares 

As if he were diſtracted. Oxyartez, 
Satira's Uncle, openly declaim'd 
Againſt the Perjury of Alexander. 

Phil. Others, more fearful, are remov'd to Su/a, 
Dreading Roxana's Rage, who comes i'th* Rear 
To . 0 

Cafſ. It glads my ri ſing Soul 
That we ſhall ſee "Kim rack before he dies : 
I know he loves Statira more than Life, 
And on a Croud of Kings in Triumph born 
Comes big with Expectation, to enjoy her. 
But a he hears the Oaths which ſhe has ta'en, 
Her laſt adieu made publick to the World, 
Her vow'd Divorce, how will Remorſe conſume him; 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell, upon his Liver? 


il L4 


pat 


232 The Rival Queens; or, 


Fol. To balk his Longing, and delude his Luft, 3 
Is more than Death, tis Earneſt for Damnation. TY 
Ca. "Then comes Roxana, who muſt help our Party; Wie 
I know her jealous, bloody, and ambitious. To 
Sure twas the Likeneſs of her Heart to mine, — 


And Sympathy of Natures caus d me love her: 
"Tis fix d, I muſt enjoy her, and no way 
8o proper as to make her guilty firſt. 
Pol. To ſee two Rival Queens of different Humoum, 
With a Variety of Torments vex him. | 


Enter Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion. 


Ca. Of that anon: But ſee Lyſmathys, ' 

And the young Favourite. Sort, ſort your ſelves, 

And like to other mercenary Souls 

Adore this mortal God that ſoon muſt bleed. 

I Here I will wait the King's Approach, and land 
His utmoſt Anger, if he do me wrong. 

Hepb. That cannot be, from Power fo abſolute 

And high as his. | 
Ly. Well, you and I have done. 


Pol. How the Court thickens | Trumpets ſound. 
Cafſ. Nothing to what it wil Does he not come 


To hear a thouſand thouſand Embaſſies, 
Which from all Parts to Babylon are brought: 
As if the Parliament of the World 

Had met, and he came on a God to give 
The infinite Aſſembly glorious Audience. 


Enter Clytus, Ariſtander in his Robes, roith a Wand. 


Ariſ. Haſte, reverend Clytus, haſte and ſtop the King. 
Cly. He is already enter'd: Then the Preſs | 
Of Princes that attend ſo thick about him 
Keep all, that would approach, at certain Diſtance. 
_— Tho' he were hem'd with Deities, I'd ſpeak to 
im, | 


And turn him back from this Highway to Death. 


Ch. 


ng 


C t0 


Alexander tbe Great. 

Ch. Here place your ſelf within tne Sound, 
Lo, {4 Chaldean Pede appear, behold 
The facted Fire, Nearchus and Eumenes 


With their white Wands, und dreſ/'d in Eaſtern ae, 
To ſooth the King, who loves the Perſian Mode: 


But ſee the Maſter of the World appears. -* ml 


Enter Alexander all kneel but Clytus. 


Heph, O Son of Jupiter, live for ever. | 
Alex. Riſe all; and thou my ſecond ſelf, my Lore, 
O my Hephe/tion, raiſe thee from the Earth | 1 

Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart. 
Art thou grown cold? Why hang thine Arms at Diſtance } 
Hug me, or by Heaven thou loy' me not. 

Heph. Not love, my Lord ! break not the Heart you 
And molded up to ſuch an Excellence! fam d. 
Then ſtamp'd on it your own immortal Image. | 
Not love the King! ſuch is not Woman's Love; 

So fond a Friendſhip, ſuch a facred Flame, 
As I muit doubt to find in Breaſts above. 

Alex. Thou doſt, thou lov'it me, Crown of all my Wars, - 

Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Laurel: 

I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more 

Than C/ytus does the King. No Tears, Hepheftion ; 
I read thy Paſſion in thy manly Eyes, 

And glory in thoſe Planets of my Life, 

Above the rival Lights that ſhine in Heaven. 

Ly/. I fee that Death muft wait me, yet I'll on. 

Alex. I'Il tell thee, Friend, and mark it, all ye Princes, 
Tho' never mortal Man arriv'd to ſuch 
A height as I; yet I would forfeit all, 

Caſt all my Purples, and my conquer'd Crotyns, 

And die to ſave this Darling of my Soul. 

Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my Scepters while 

live ; and when my Hour of Fate is come, 

I leave thee, what thou merit'ſt more than I, the World. 

Ly; Dread Sir, 1 calt me at your royal Feet. 


8, 


L : Aux. 


— a Lads Y i 
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= Alex. What! my LyſSmachus, whoſe Veins are rich 
With our illuſtrious ? My Kinſman, riſe; 
Is not that Citrus? 
by 9 Your old faithful Soldier. 
#: Come to my Hands, thus double arm the King: 
And now methinks I ſtand like the dread God, 
Who while his Priefts and I quaff d facred Blood, 
' Acknowledg'd me his Son. ' My Lightning thou 
And thou my mighty Thunder! have ſeen 
Thy glittering Sword out-fly celeſtial Fire: 
And when Icry'd, Be gone and execute, 
Te ſeen him run ſwiſter than ſtarting Hinds, 
Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his Feet; 
Swiſter than Shadows fleeting o'er the Fields; 
Nay, even the Winds, with all their Stock of Wings, 
f'd be 
* 


| ' Have, hind, as wanting Breath to reach him. 
4 1 if your Majeſty —— 
Clhyt. Who would not loſe 

The laſt dear Drop of Blood for ſuch a King? 

Alex. Witneſs, .my elder Brothers of the Sky, 
How much I love a Soldier——O my Ciytus, 
Was it not when we paſs'd the Granicus, 
Thou didſt preſerve me from unequal Force? 
It was then when Spithridates and Rbeſaces, 
Fell both upon me with two dreadful Strokes, 
And clove my temper'd Helmet quite in ſunder, 
Then I remember, then thou didſt me ſervice ; 
I think my Thunder ſplit them to the Navel. 

Clyt. To your great Self you owe that Victory, 
And fure your Arms did never gain a nobler. 
Alx. By Heaven, they never did, for well thou 
know'lt, 
And I am prouder to have paſsd that Stream, 
Than that I drove a Million o'er the Plain: 
Can none remember? Yes, I know all muſt, Po 
When Glory, like the dazling Eagle, ſtood Miel. 
Perch'd on my Bever in the Grenick Flood; . 
When Fortune's ſelf my Standard trembling bore, Alix. 
And the pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore, Wit, 


"When 


—_—_ . 2 9 
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” 


ear. 


And I . the. leading God. Wn 
Are loſt, unleſs you fl from Babylon : | , ird i 
Haſte with your Chiefs, to Sy/a take your way, 
for your Life, deſtructive is your ſtay. N 2 47 
is Morning having view d che angry Ay,, 5 


And mark'd the Prodigies that threaten'd high, 
To our bright God I did for Sucrour fly. 
—— — | ; 

Alex. What Fears thy reverend Boſom ſhake f 
Or doſt thou from ſome Dream of Horrour wake? 
If ſo, come graſp me with thy ſhaking Hand, 

Or fall behind, while I the Danger ſtand. 

Arift. To Cave I did repair, 
Where I aton'd the dreadful God with Prayer: 
But as I pray'd I heard long Groans within, 
And Shrieks as of the damn'd that houl for Sin: 
] knew the Omen, and 1 fear'd to ſtay, 

But proſtrate on the trembling Pavement lay. 

When he bodes Happineſs, he anſwers mild ; 

"Twas io of old, and the great Image ſmil'd: 

But now in abrupt Thunder he reply d, 

Loud as rent Rocks, or roaring Seas, he cry d, 

All Empires, Crowns, Glory of Babylon, 

Whoſe Head ſtands wrapp'd in Clouds, muſt tumble down: 
Alex. If Babylon muſt fall, what is't to me? 

Or can I help immutable Decree ? - 

Down then, vaſt Frame, with all thy loſty Towers, 

Since tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers: 

Preſ:'d by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 

'Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 


Enter Perdiccas, Meleager. 
Mel. O Horror! | 
Per. Dire Portents ! | 
Alix. Out with em then 
Whu, are ye Ghoſts, ye empty Shapes of Men ? 
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Struck to the Ground, 


If ye be an 
From Hell, 


While my 


Alex. Ha 


I know he hates'thee, 
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es of Hell —_ 
Deſtiny un 
Open the brazen Leaves, and — Baſel 

Point with a Thunder-bolt your Monarch's Doom. 
my ſelf in Field, 

e about the Army wheel'd ; 

a Noiſe as of a ruſting Wind, 

the Eye of 
Noiſe reſburded re 
We look'd, and ſaw big Ravens battling there; 
Eack Bird of Night er himſelf a Cloud; 
They met and — and their Wounds ruin d black Blood. 
Mel. All, as for Honour, did their Lives expoſe ; 
Their Talons clafh'd, and Beaks gave mig —_ 
Whilſt dreadful Sounds did our ard Senſe BY. 
As of ſmall Thunder, or huge Scytbian Hail. | 
ugurs ſhook, when with a horrid Groan, 
We thought that allthe Clouds had tumbled down. 
Soldiers and Chiefs, who can the 


promiſe 
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did Blind : 
the Air, 
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Wonder tell, 
fell; 


While the dark Birds, each pond'rous as a Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 

Alex. Be witneſs for me, all 
gry, tis no Fault of mine; 
Therefore let Furies face me with a Band 
my- Virtue ſhall not make a'ſtand z 
Tho' all the Curtains of the Sky be drawn, 
And the Stars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on: 
Statira ſhines, I cannot ftay, 

Love lifts his Torch to light me on my Way, 
And her bright Eyes create another Day. 

Ly Fer you — be pleas d, dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood. 
Alex. Speak quickly. 
Ly/. For all that I have done for you in War, 
I beg the Princeſs Pariſatis. 


ye Powers divine, 


Is not my Word already palt ? Hepbeſtian,. 


ut he ſhall not have her; 


We heard of this before — Ly/machus, 


Alexunder ib Ghent.” 
I here command you nouriſh no Deſign 
To prejudice wy Phiſh | in the Man 

I love, and will to all the World. 


Ly/. I never e obey your Mijely, | 
you commanded what was in my power 3 


Nor cou'd Hepheſtion fly more ſwift to ferve, 


When you us to ſtorm a Town, 
Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy: 
But when you — v love the Princeſs, 


I muſt — I diſobey you 
I woo'd' the Gods themſe „ thould they command. 

Alex. You ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumbz 
When 4 my order curſt Caliſt bens 
Was a Traitor doom'd to live in Torments,, 

Your Pity him in deſpite of me. 

Think not J have forgot your Inſolence; 

No, tho' I pardon'd it, yet if again 

Thou dar'ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhall be doubled on the: 
In the mean time think not of Pariſatis; 

For if thou doſt, by Jupiter Ammon, 

By my own Head, and by King Philips Soul, 

Fl not reſpect that Blood of mine thou ſhar'ſt, 

But uſe thee as the vileſt Macsdonian. 

Ly/. I doubted not at firſt but I ſhould meet . 
Your Indignation, yet my Soul's'refoly'd, “/, 
And I ſhall never quit 2 brave a Prize, ! 
While I can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 

Alex. Againſt my Life: Ah! was it ſo? how now 2 
Tis ſaid that I am rafh, of haſty Humour 3. 

But J appeal to the immortal Gods, 
If ever petty poor provincial Lord. 
Had Temper like to mine: My Slave, whom I 
Could tread to Clay, dares utter bloody Threats. 

Cly. Contain your felf, dread Sir ; the noble Prince, 

I fee-it in his Countenance, would die 

To par his Truth, but Love makes many Faults. | 
| meant his Minion there ſhould feel my Arm; 
hs aſks his Blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At wy Deſtructioen. 


Alex. 


. . 
| . 
n , 


Aux. Now be thy own judge, 
I pardon thee for my old Chiu, fakes That 
SN 28 | | Ye m 
Or dar e ions precious Life, | Blow 
Pl ſuch Storms of Indignation on thee, He 
= Phylotas Rack, Califtbenes Diſgrace, Al, 
Shall be Delight to what thou ſhalt endure, And! 
ä yt For h 
Heph. My Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate Ca, 
Your ſafe Arrival. og Roar, 

| Alex. O thou the beſt of Women, 

S Source of my Joy, bleſt Parent of my Love. Al 
| Sy. Permit me kneel, and give thoſe Adorations | Like 1 
Which from the Peri an Family are due: I, like 
Have you not rais'd us from our Ruins high ? And n 
And when no Hand could help, nor any Eye If tho 
l} Behold us with a Tear, your's pitied me; If eve 
| You, like a God, ſnatch'd us from Sorrow's Gulph, When 
Fix'd us in 'Thrones above our former State. | Or if 
Par. Which, when a Soul forgets, advanc'd ſo nobly, And li 
Muay it be drown'd in deeper Miſery. | 1 If this 
Aux. To meet me thus, was generouſly done; Eaſe n 
it But ſtill there wants to crown my Happineſs, Hep 
Life of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul, Had y 
My dear Statira: O that heavenly Beam, Which 
Warmth of my Brain, and Fire of my Heart; She he 
85 Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, That) 
By this time I had been amongſt the Gods, Relaps 
If any Extaſy can make a height, | Cave 
Or any Rapture hurl us to the Heavens. Ale 
Cly. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's Vow ? My R 
þ Alex. How fares my Love? ha---neither anſwer me But w. 
BY Yeraiſe my Wonder, eſs overwhelms me; Tho? t 
If royal Syigambis does not weep, | And u 
BL Trembling and Horror pierce me cold as Ice. Nor gi 
Is ſhe not well? what none, none anſwer me? Than 
Or is it worſe ? Keep down ye riſing Sighs, I fet t 


[ And murmur in the Hollow of my Brealt ; 
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Run to my Heart, and gather more ſad Winds 
That when the Voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 

Ye may, at one ruſh, from the Seat of Life, | . + 
low the Blood out, and burſt like a Bladder. | 

Heph. I would relate it, but my Courage fails me. 

Alex. If ſhe be dead That if's impoflible ; 

And let none here affirm it for his Soul : 

For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 

_ 100 his —— before me, 

t my Eyes upon hi ing Entrails. 

Cafſ. How will this Engine of unruly P 
Roar, when we have ram'd him to the Mouth with —_ ? 

| Af de. 

Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted * 
Like the ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, groan my Griefs, 

And none will anfwer——what, not my Hepheftion ? 

If thou haſt any Love for Alexander, 

If ever I oblig'd thee by my Care, - 

When my quick ſight has watch'd thee in the Fight; 

Or if to ſee thee bleed I ſent forth Cries, , 
And like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my Tears; 

If this be true, if I deſerve thy Love, 

Eaſe me, and tell the Cauſe of my Diſaſter. 

H:ph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before 
Had you been calm) has no diſeaſe but Sorrow, 
Which was occafion'd firſt by jealous pangs: 

She heard, (for what can ſcape a watchful Lover?) 
That you at Sz/a, breaking all your Vows, 
Relaps'd, and conquer'd by Roxand's Charms, 
Gave up your ſelf devoted to her Arms. 

Alex. I know that ſabtile Creature in my Riot, 
My Reaſon gone, ſeduc'd me to her Bed; 

But when I wak'd I ſhook the Circe off, 

Tho? that Enchantreſs held me by the Arm, 

And wept, and gaz'd with all the force of Love; 
Nor griev'd I leſs for that which I had done, 
Than when at Thais Suit, enrag'd with Wine, 
et the fam'd Perjepolis on Fire. 


Nor can you wake her into Cries: 


"240: The Rival Dem; of 


Heph. Your Queen Statira took it ſo to — 
That, in the Agony of Love, ſhe ſwore 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again; 
With dreadful Imprecations ſhe confirm'd 

Her Oath, and I much fear that ſhe will keep it. 


Alex. Hal did ſhe ſwear ? did that ſweet Creature ſwear ? 


Fll not believe it; no, ſhe is all Softneſs, 

All melting, mild, and calm as a rock'd Infant, 

Heaven 

She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was born in Smiles. 
Par. I and my weeping Mother heard her (wear. 
Sy. And with ſuch Fierceneſs ſhe did aggravate 


The Foulneſs of your Fault, that I cou'd wiſh 


Your Majeſty wou'd blot her from your Breaft. 


Alex. Blot her, forget her, hurl her, from my Boſom, | 


For ever loſe that Star that gilds my Life, 
Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs of my Nights! 
No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in ſpite of Vows, 

My Soul and Body both are twiſted with her. 
The God of Love empties his golden Quiver, 
Shoots every Grain of her into my Heart ; 
She is all mine, by Heaven I feel her here, 
Panting and warm, the deareſt, O Statira / 


% Have patience, Son, and truſt to Heaven and me. 


If my Authority, or the Remembrance 
Of dead Darius, or her Mother's Soul 
Can work upon her, ſhe again is yours. 
Alex. O Mother, help me, help your wounded Son, 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear ; 
But fly, haſte, e er the ſad Proceſſion's made. 
Spend not a Thought in Reply——Be gone, 
If you would have me live and  Pariſatis, 
Hang thou about her Knees, waſh 'em with Tears: 
Nay haſte, the Breath of Gods, and Eloquence 


Of Angels go along with you——Qh my Heart? 
2 Syſ. and Par. 


Lyſ. Now let your Majeſty, wh feels the Torments 
And ſharpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage mine. 
Alex. Ha 


Ch. Are you a Madman? Is this a time? 


Ly: 


* 
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Ly/. Ves; for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 
Leſt ſomething worſe befal himſelf. 

Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thus to my undoing? 
Death thou ſhouldſt have, were it not courted ſo ; 

But know, to thy Confufion, that my Word, 

Like Deſtiny, admits not a reverſe ; 

Therefore in Chains thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 

Of my Hepheſtion—— Guards, take him Priſoner. 
LV, I ſhall not eaſily reſign my Sword, 

Till I have dy'd it in my Rival's Bleod. 

Alex. I charge you, kill him not, take him alive; 

The Dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find a way to tame this Beaſt. 
Cly. Kneel, for I for Lightning in his Eyes. 
Ly, I neither hope nor aſk a pardon of him; 
But if he ſhou'd reſtore my Sword, I would 
With a new Violence run againſt my Rival. 

Alex. Sure we at laſt ſhall conquer this fierce Lion: 
Hence from my Sight, and bear him toa Dungeon. 
Perdiccas, give this Lion to a Lion; 
None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away. 

G9: N I moy'd. Dot 

um. not Þ . 

Cly. This comes of Love and Women; d all Madneſs 3 
Yet were I heated now with Wine, I fh 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. 

Alex. Come hither, Coytus, and my dear Hepheſtions 
Lend me your Arms, help, for I'm ſick o'th* ſudden. - 
J fear betwixt Statira's cruel Love, 

And fond Roxana's Arts, your King will fall. 
Gy: Better the Perfian Race were all undone. : _. 
pb. Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your Head, 
As if you'd leave the Empire of this World, 
Which you with Toil have won. 
Alex. Wou'd I had not; 
There's no true Joy in ſuch unwieldy Fortune. 
Eternal Gazers laſting Troubles make, ; 
All find my Spots, but few my Brightneſs take. 


Stand off, and give me air 


242 The Rival Queens; or, 
Why was I born a Prince, proclaim'd a God? 
Yet have no liberty to look abroad ? | 
Thus Palaces in proſpect bar the Eye, | 


Which pleas d and free, would oer the Cottage fly, 
O'er flow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant Sky. - 
Farewel then Empire and the Racks of Love; 

By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove ; 
Stretch'd like a Sy/van God on Graſs lie down, 
And quite forget that &*er I wore a Crown. 


ACT UI. SCENE I 


Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theſſalus, Perdiceas, Lyſimachus, 
| | Guard:. 2 


mw Arewel, brave Spirit, when you come 
I above, þ 700 
cCommend us to Philatas and the reſt 
Of our great Friend. 
Theſſ. Perdiccas, you are grown 
In truſt, be thankful for ycur noble 
Office. | 


Per. As noble as you ſentence me, I'd give 
This Arm that Theſſa/us were ſo employ d. 
/ Ceaſe theſe untimely Jars, farewe! to all, 

Fight for the King as I have done, and then 

You may be worthy of a Death like mine Lead on. 


Enter Pariſatis. 


Par. Ah, my Lyſimachus, where are you going ? 
Whither ? to be devour'd ? O barb'rous Prince! | 
Cou'd you expoſe your Life to the King's Rage, 
And yet remember mine was ty'd to yours ? 
”' Ly. The Gods preſerve you ever the Tils 

That threaten me: Live, Madam, to enjoy : 
A nobler Fortune, and forget this Wretch. I neer 
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T ne'er had Worth, nor is it poſſible | | 
That all the Blood which I ſhall loſe this Day 
Shou'd merit this rich Sorrow from your Eyes. 
Par. The King I know is bent to thy Deſtruftion ; 
Now by Command they forc'd me from his Knees: 
But take this Satisfaction in thy Death, 
No Power, Command, my Mother's, Siſter's Tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel Loſs. | | 
LV Live, Princeſs, live, howe'er the King diſdain me:: 
Perhaps, unarm'd and fighting for your ſake, 
] may perform what ſhall amaze the World, 
And force him yet tg give you to my Arms. 
Away Perdicca.— Dear Eumenes, take 
The Princeſs to your Charge. 
[Exeunt Perd. Lyſ. Guards. 
Eum. O Craelty |! 


Par. Lead me, Exmenes, lead me from the Light, 
Where I may wait till I his Ruin hear, | 
Then free my Soul to meet him in the Air. 
[Exeunt Par. and Eum. 
Phil. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes, 
A — Vengeance gathers up her Brow. 
Tb. Peace, they have rais'd her to their Ends; obſerve. 


Enter Roxana, Caſſander, Polyperchon. 


Rox. O you have ruin'd me, I ſhall be mad: 
Said you ſo paſſionately 3 is't poſſible? | 
So kind to her, and fo unkind to me? 

Caf. More than your utmoſt Fancy can invent. 
He ſwooned thrice at hearing of her Vow, 

And when our Care as oft had brought back Life, 
He drew his Sword, and offer'd at his Breaſt. 

Pol. Then rail'd at you with ſuch unheard of Curſes, 

Rox. Away, be gone, and give a Whirlwind room, 
Or I will blow you up like Duſt ; avaunt : 

Madneſs but meanly repreſents my Toil. 
Roxana and Statira, they are Names 
That muſt for ever jar: eternal Diſcord, 
Fury, Revenge, Diſdain, and Indignation 


Tear 
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Tear my ſwoll'n Breaſt, make way for Fire and Tempe, 
My Brain is burſt, Debate and Reaſon 3 | 
The Storm is up, and my hot bleeding Heart 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like the Winds, 
Riſe up to Heaven, and put out all the Stars, 
What ſaving Hand, or what a mighty Arm 
Can raiſe me ſinking? . | 
Cad. Let your own Arm ſave you, | 
' Tis in your Power, your Beauty is almighty : 
Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light em. 
Wake then bright Planet that ſhould rule the World; 
Wake, like the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, 
And we with all the Inſtruments of War, 
Trumpets and Drums, will help your glorious Labour. 
Pal. Put us to act, and with a Violence 
That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong d Woman: 
Let not Megea's dreadful Vengeance ſtand 
A Pattern more, but draw your own fo fierce, 
It may for ever be original. 
Ca. Touch not, but daſh with ſtrokes ſo bravely bold, 
Till you have form'd a Face of ſo much Horror, 
That gaping Furies may run frighted back 
That Envy may devour her ſelf for Madneſs, 
And fad Medufa's Head be turn'd to Stone. 
Rox. Yes, we will have Revenge, my Inſtruments ; 
For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, 
But comes far ſhort, wanting of what I am. 
When in my Nonage I at Zagdia liv'd, 
Amongſt my ſhe Companions I wou'd reign ; 
Drew em from Idleneſs, and little Arts 
Of coining Looks, and laying Snares for Lovers, 
Broke all their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore, 
Taught 'em, like Amazons, to ride and chaſe 
Wild Beaſts in Deſarts, and to maſter Men. | 
Cafſ. Her Looks, her Words, her ev'ry Motion fires me. 
Rox. But when J heard of Al xander's Conqueſt; 
How with a handful he had Millions ſlain, 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Queens his Captives made, 
Yet with what Chaſtity, and godlike Temper 
He ſaw their Beauties, and with Pity bow'd ; - 


Me- 


1e. 


Alexander the Great. 
t I hung upon my Father's Lips, 
And wiſh'd him tell the wondrous Tale again: 
Left all 0c ary the Woman now-return'd, . 
2 Sighs unrall'd 


wou'd from my Boſom fly: 
all the Night, as my Auraſte told me, 

In flumbers groan'd and murmur'd A/exander. 
Caf. Curſe on the Name, but I will foon remove 

That bar of my Ambition and my Love. 

Rox. At laſt to Zog4ia this Triumpher came, 

And cover'd o'er with Laurels forc'd our City ; 

At Night I by my Father's Order ſtood, | 

With fifty Virgins waiting at a Banquet; 

But Oh how glad was I to hear his Court, 

To feel the Preſſure of his glowing Hand, 

And taſte the dear, the falſe proteſting Lips! (em, 
Cafſ. Wormwood and Hemlock henceforth grow about 
Rox. Gods! that a Man ſhould be ſo Great and Baſe! ' 

What ſaid he not when in the bridal Bed, Ee 

He claſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms: 

When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, 

And moulding with his Hand my throbbing Breaſt, 

He ſwore the Globe of Heaven and Earth were vile 

To thoſe rich Worlds; and talk'd, and kiſsd, and lov'd, 

And made me ſhame the — with my Bluſhes. 

. Caffe Yet after this prove falſe | 

Pol. Horrid Perjury ! 

Ca.. Not to be match'd! - 

Pol. O you muſt find Revenge! 

Caf}. A Perſon of your Spirit be thus ſlighted ! 

For whoſe Deſire all Earth ſhould be too little. 

Rox. And ſhall the Daughter of Darius hold him? 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambition ? | 
That cry'd for Milk when I was nurs'd in Blood 
Shall ſhe, made up of watry Element, 

A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God, 

While I am caſt like Lightning from his Hand ? 

No, I muſt ſcorn to prey on common things; 

Tho? hurl'd to Earth by this diſdainful Fove, 

I will rebound to my own Orb of Fire, 

And with the Wrack of all the Heav'ns expire. 
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Cafſ. Now you appear your ſelf; 
"Tis noble Anger Ar 


Rox. May the Nllyſtrious Blood that fills my Womb, 
And ripens to be Godhead born, 


Come forth a Fury ; may Barfina's Baſtard 
Tread it to Hell, and rule as Sovereign Lord, 
When I permit Statira to enjoy . 
Roxana's Right, and ſtrive not to deſtroy. 


Enter Syſigambis, Statira, in Mourning. 


Cafſ. Behold her going to fulfil her Vow ; 
Old Syſgambis, whom the King engag'd, 
Reſiſts and awes her with Authority. 
Rox. Twas raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhou'd pity her. 
Sy/. O my Statira, how has Paſſion chang'd thee | 
Think if thou drive the King to ſuch extremes, 
What in his Fury may he not denounce 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt Darius? 
Stat. 1 know, I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourning Siſter for my fake ; 
And tell him, how with my departing Breath, 
I rail'd not, but ſpoke kindly of his Perſon, 
Nay wept to think of our divided Loves, 
And ſobbing ſent at laft forgiveneſs to him. 
Rox. Grant, Heav'n, ſome eaſe to this diſtracted Wretch ! 
Let her not linger out a Life in Torments, 
Be theſe her laſt words, and at once diſpatch her. 
/ No, by the everlaſting Fire I ſwear, 
By my Darius Soul, I never more 
Will dare to look on Alexander's Face, 
If you refuſe to ſee him. | 
Rox . Curſe on that cunning Tongue, I fear her now. 
Caf. No, ſhe's reſolv'd. 
Stat. I caſt me at your Feet, 
To bathe 'em with my Tears; or, if you pleaſe, 
Til let out Life, and waſh em with my Blood, 
But ftill conjure you, not to rack my S2ul, 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs. 
Shou'd now Darius awful Ghoſt appear, 
And my pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 1 
| wol 
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{ wou'd perſiſt to Death, and keep my Vow. cla! 
Rox. She ſhews a certain bravery of Soul, - 

Which I ſhou'd praiſe in any but my Rival. 

Sy. Die then, rebellious Wretch, thou art not now 
That ſoft belov d, nor durſt thou ſhare my Blood. 

Go hide thy Baſeneſs in thy lonely Grot, 

Ruin thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, 

Pernicious Creature ! ſhed the innocent 

Blood, and ſacrifice to the King's Wrath 

The Lives of all thy People; fly, be gone, 

And hide thee where bright Vertue-never ſhone : 
The Day will ſhun thee, nay the-Stars that view 
Miſchiefs and Murders, Deeds to thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this o, go, thy Crimes deplore, 
And never think of Sy//gambis more. 

Rox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive: 

Roxana wee ps to ſee Statira grieve : 

How noble is the brave reſolve 1 make, 

To quit the World for Alexanaer's ſake? 

Vaſt is your Mind, you dare thus greatly die, 

And yield the King to one ſo mean as I: 

Tis a Revenge will make the Victor ſmart, 

And much I fear your Death will break his Heart. 

Stat. You counterfeit, I fear, and know too well 
How much your Eyes all Beauties elſe excel: 

Roxana, who tho' not a Princeſs born, 

In Chains could make the mighty Victor mourn. 
Forgetting Pow'r when Wine had made him warm, 
And ſenſleſs, yet even tlien you knew to charm : 
Preſerve him by theſe Arts that cannot fail, 

While I the loſs of what I lov'd bewail. 

Rox. I hope your Majeſty will give me leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where you wou'd grieve ; 
Where like the Turtle, you the Loſs will moan 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all alone. 

Stat. No, proud Triumpher o'er my falling State, 
Thou-ſhalt not ſtay to fill me with my Fate: 
Go to the Conqueſt which your Wiles may boaſt, 
And tell the World you left Statira loſt. 

Go ſeize my faithleſs Alexanders Hand, 
both Hand and Heart were once at my Command: 


Graſp 
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— 


Love him like me whoſe Love can't be expreſt, 
He mult be and you more than bleſt; 


— rg oy — 1 
Nor ſhall paſt Pleaſures thro? thy Fancy run ; 
That were to make thee bleſt as I can be: 

But thy No- thought I muſt, I will decree ; 

And then no Thought to purpoſe can be had. 


We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind, 
And glitt'ring Swords the brighteſt Eyes will blind. 
Yet when — Jealouſy enflames the Soul, 

The weak will roar, and Caſms to Tempeſts roll. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far; 
— — En. 


Rox. When — > gnns. wy; ROE: 
Fil make 5 Manſion H 
Thou ſhalt not reſt by Day, nor — by Night, 


But ftill Raxana ſhall thy Spirit fright: 
Wanton in Dreams if thou .dar'ſt dream of Bliſs, 
IP — —_ Chi Bed, thy. Real a kiſs 
t when to his ſought wandring Air 
Shall for the Happineſs it wiſh'd repair, 
How will it groan to. find thy Rival there ? 
How ghaſtly wilt: thou look, Shs thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thro' the drawn Curtains, that great Man and me, 
Wearied with laughing, ſhot to the Soul, (how! 
While thou ſhalt grinning — and gnaſh thy Teeth, and 
Stat. O barb'rous Rage | my Tears I cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpite of me will weep. 
Rox. The King and I in various Pictures drawn, 
Claſping each other, ſhaded o'er with Lawn, 
Shall — the daily Preſents I will ſend, 
To help thy Sorrow to her en s end, 


== | 
may 


Stat. How frail, how cowardly is Woman's Mind ? ; 
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And when we hear ut laſt thy Hour draws nich drome 
My Alexander, my dear Love and I, 
Will come and on thy lingring 'Fates, , 
And ſmile and kiſs thy Soul out thro the Grates. 
Stat. "Tis well, I thank thee ; thou haft wak'd a Rage, 
Whoſe now no Temper can aſſuage: 
I meet thy des of Jealouſy with more, | 
Dare thee to Duel, and daſh thee o'er and or. | 
Rox. What wou'd you dare? . 
Stat. Whatever you dare do, | . 
My warring Thoughts the bloodieſt Tracts purſue ; 
I am by Love a Fury made, like you: 
Kill or be kill'd, thus acted by Deſpair. 
Rox. Sure the diſdain'd Statira does not dere? 


Stat. Yes, tow'ring proud Roxana, but I dare. 
Rox. I tow'r indeed o'er the: 

Like a fair Wood, the Shade of Kings I ſtand, - ' 
While thou, fick Weed, doſt but infe't the Land. 
Stat. No, like an Ivy I will curl thee round, 

— ſapleſs Trunk of all its Pride confound, 
and wither'd, bend thee to the Ground, 
What Syfgambis Threats, objected Fears, 
My Siſter's Sigh's, and Alexander's Tears, 
Cou'd not effect, thy Rival Rage has done; 
My Soul, whoſe Start at breach of Oaths'begun, | 
Shall to thy Ruin violated run. 
Ill ſee the King in ipite of all I ſwore, 
Tho' curſl, that thou may ſt never ſee him more. 


Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syſigarndis, mer be. 


per. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the Not- 

Alex. O my Statira ] O my angry Dear! 
Turn thine Eyes on me, I wou'd talk to them: 
What ſhall T ſay to work upon thy Soul? | 
Where ſhall I throw me? whither ſhall I 1125 

Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. | 

Alex. For thee I will, 1s 81. Al 
mo thy Feet I'll have a Grave dug up, - 

nd periſh quick, be buried ſtraight alive: l 
an Vor. 111. M Give 


* — * 


Give but, as. the Barth grows heavy an me, 
A tender look, and à relenting word 
Say but 'twas pity that ſo great a Man, 
Who had ten —— in Battels ſcap'd, 
For one poor Fault ſo early ſhou'd remove, 
And , Martyr to the God of Love | 
Rox. Is then Roxand's Love and 4 Lie ſo poor, 
That for another you can chuſe to die, 
Rather than live for her? what have I done? 
How am I alter'd ſince at d laſt 
You ſwore and-ſeal'd'it with a thouſand Kiſſes, 
Rather than loſe Roxgng's ſmalleſt Charm, +» 
You wou'd forego the Conqueſt of the World? 
Alex. ds ou beſt can tell what Magick drew 
Me to your Cram, but let it. not be told 
For your own fake ; take that conquer'd World, 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters as you pleaſe, 
Let me but have; the Freedom of an hour, 
To make account with this wrong'd Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a Fault: 
F aſk but; this, repeat your Crime no more. 
Alex. O never, never. 
Rox. Am I rejected then? 
Alex. Exhauſt my Treaſures, 
Take all the Spaik © of the fair conquer'd Indies; 
But for the Eaſe of my afflicted Soul, 
Go where I never may behold thee more. 
Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful-as thou art, 
Bane to my Life ; thou Torment of my days, 
Thon Murderer of the World: for as thy Sword 
Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 


| wt 80 will thy Tongue undo all Woman-kind. 


— 


But I'll be gone; this laſt Diſdain hath. cur'd me, 
And I am now grown ſo indifferent, 

I could behold you kiſs without a Pang, 

Nay, take a Torch and light you to your Bed: 
But do not truſt me, no, for if you do, 

By all the Furies and the Flames of Love, 

By Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 


of ſet you both on . to blaze for eve... * 
. tat. 


* 


Fs 
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Stat. O Alexcuder, is it poſſible? Good Gods, © 
That Guilt can ſhew ſo lovely yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear Life I do. 6 
Alex. Ha, Pardon! ſaidſt thou, Pardon me? 
Sy. Now all my Mother's Bleſſing fall upon thee, 
My beſt, my moſt below d, my own Sratira. | 
Alex. Is it then true that thou haſt pardon'd me? 
And is it given me thus to touch thy Hand, 
And fold thy body in my longing arms ? 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, * 2 Stars, 
To taſte thy Lip, and thy dear balmy Breath, 
While ev'ry Sigh comes forth ſo fraught with Sweets, 
'Tis Incenſe to be offer'd to a God. 
Stat. Ves, dear Impoſtor, tis moſt true that I 
Have pardon'd thee ; and tis as true, that while 
I ſtand in view of thee, thy Eyes will wound, 
Thy Tangue will make me wanton as thy Wiſhes ; 
And while I feel thy Hand, my Body glows : 
Therefore be quick, and take your laſt adieu, 

Theſe your laſt Sighs, and theſe your parting Tears; 
Farewel, farewel, a long and laſt farewel. | 
Alex. O my Hepheſtion, bear me, or I fink. (throbs! 

Stat. Nay, you may take Heav'n how my Heart 
You may, you may, if yet you think me worthy, 
Take from theſe trembling Lips a parting Kiſs. 

Alex. No, let me ſtarve firſt——why, Statira, why? 
What is the meaning of all this ?——O Gods! 
| know the Cauſe, my working Brain divines, 

You'll ſay you pardon'd, but with this Reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt as I have been, 
To ſlumber by the Side of that falſe Man, 
Nor give a Heay'n of Beauty to a Devil: 
Think you not thus? ſpeak, Madam. 
Sy/. She is not worthy, Son, of ſo much Sorrow: 
Speak Comfort to him, ſpeak, my dear Statira, 
I aſk thee by thoſe Tears: Ah canſt thou e'er 
Pretend to love, yet with dry Eyes behold him? 
Alex. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt Sounds: 
„ WM Yd ſhe but ſpeak, tho! Death, eternal Exile 
12 ung at her Lips, yet while her Tongue pronounces 
M 2 There 
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There muſt be Muſick even in my undoing. 

Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, I cannot ſee you thus: 

Nor can I ever yield to fhare your Bed: 
O I ſhall find Roxana in your Arms, 
And taſte her Kiſſes left upon your Lips. 
Her curs'd Embraces have defil'd your Body, 
Nor ſhall I find the wonted Sweetneſs there, 
But artificial Smells and ſtinking Odours. 

Alex. Yes, obſtinate, I will, Madam, you ſhall, 

You ſhall, in ſpite of this reſiſtleſs Paſſion, 
Be ſerv'd ; but you muſt give me leave to think 
You e O cou'd I fee you thus! 
Hell has not half the Tortures that you raiſe. 
Ch. Never did Paſſions combate thus before. 
Alex. OI ſhall burſt, | 
Unleſs you give me leave to rave a while. 

Sy/. Yet &er Deſtruction ſweep us both away, 
Relent, and break thro? all to pity him; 

Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Capid from my Arms. 
If all the Rages of the Earth would fright him ; 
Drown him in the deep Bowl of Hercules ; 

Make the World drunk, and then, like Solus, 

When he gave Paſſage to the ſtruggling Winds, 

Il ftrike my Spear into the reeling Globe a 
To let it blood, ſet Babylon in a blaze, For t 
And drive this God of Flames with more conſuming Fire. For al 
Stat. My Preſence will but force him to Extremes; III ha 
Beſides, tis Death to me to ſee his Pains: 80 (iv, 
Vet ſtand reſolv d never to yield again — Thou 
Permit me to remove. The i 


Alex. I charge ye ſtay her; | We'll 
For if ſhe paſs, by all the Hell I feel, Star 
Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts, ſhall wait upon her. PX 
O turn thee ! turn ! thou barb'rous Brightneſs turn ! O Mot 
Hear my laſt Words, and ſee my utmoſt Pang: And ye 


But firſt kneel with me, all my Souldiers kneel 77 kneel. 
Yet lower. proſtrate to the Earth — Ah Mother, My qi 
Will you kneel too? Then let the Sun ſtand ſtill, (what 
To ſee himſelf out-worſhipp'd ; not a Face 
Be ſhewn that is not waſh'd all o'er in Tears, 


But 


re. 
CS 5 


1116 
ther, 
What 


But 


But weep as if you here beheld me lain. 


When I am laid in Earth, yield her the World. 
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S/. Haſt thou a Heart? or art thou Savage turn'd ? 
But if this Poſture cannot move your Mercy, 
I never will ſpeak more. _ 
Alex. O my Statira ! 
ſwear, my Queen, TIl not out- live thy Hate, 
1 Soul is ſtill as Death But one thing more, 
ardon my laſt Extreinities the Tranſports 
Of a deep wounded Breaſt, and all is well. | 
Stat. Riſe, and may Heaven forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You. are too gracious———C/ytes, bear me hence 


There's ſomething here heaves, as cold as Ice, | 
That ſtops my Breath——PFarewel, O Gods! for ever. 
Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his Arms, 
My deareſt, my all Love, my Lord, my King; 
You. ſhall not die, if that the Soul and Body 
Of thy Szatira can reſtore thy Life: 
Give me thy wonted Kindneſs, bend me, break me 
With thy Embraces. | | 
Alex. O the killing Joy ! 
O Extaſy ! my Heart will burſt my Breaſt, 
To leap into thy Boſom; but by Heaven 
This Night Iwill revenge me of thy Beauties, 
For the dear Rack J have this Day endur'd ; 
For all the Sighs and Tears that 1 have ſpent, 
III have ſo many thouſand burning Loves; 
So (ſwell thy Lips, ſo fill me with thy Sweetneſs, 
Thou ſhalt not ſleep nor cloſe thy wandring Eyes : 
The ſmiling Hours ſhall all be lov'd away, 
We'll ſurfeit all the Night, and languiſh all the Day. 
Stat. Nor ſhall Roxana — | 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd 
O Mother! how ſhall I requite your Goodneſs ? 
And you, my Fellow Warriors, that cou'd weep 
For your loſt King — But I invite you all, 
My Equals in the Throne as in the Grave, 
Without Diſtinction to the Riot come, 8 
* King's Banquet 
t. I beg your Majeſty” | 
Would leave me OY | M 3 Alx. 
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Alex. None, none ſhall be excus d; | 
All revel out the Day, tis my command, 


Gay as the Perſian God our {elf will ſtand, 

With a crown'd Goblet in our lifted hand. 

Young Ammon and Statira ſtall go round, 

While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. 


ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Enter Clytus in his Macedonian Habit; Hepheſiion, 
Eumenes, Meleager, &c. in Perhan Robes, 


Che. $8561; WAY, I will not wear theſe Perfan 
n Robes ; 
: Nor ought the King be angry for 
CON 8 the Reverence 
ll I owe my Country: ſacred are he 
ZN Cuſtom 


O let me rot in Macedonian Rags, 
Rather than ſhine in Faſhions of the Eaſt. 
Then for the Adorations he requires, 
Roaſt my old Body in internal flames, 
Or let him cage me like Califtbenes. 
Eum. Dear Clytus, be perſuaded. 
Heph. You know the King 
Is godlike, full of all the richeſt Virtues 
That ever Royal Heart poſſeſs d; yet you 
Perverſe, but to one humour will oppoſe him. 

. Ciyt. Call you it Humour ! tis a pregnant one, 
By Mars there's Venom in it, burning Pride; 
And tho' my Life ſhou'd follow, rather than 
Bear ſuch a hot Ambition in my Bowels, 
Idaip 'em up to give the Poiſon vent. 

Mele. Was not that-Fupiter whom we adore 
A Man, but for his more than human Acts, aka 
115 | vanc 


Aanc'd 
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Advanc'd to Heav'n, and worſhip'd for its Lord! 

Heph. By all his Thunder and his Sovereign Power, 
I'll not believe the Earth yet ever felt 
An Arm like Alexanders; not that God + 
You nam'd, tho” riding in a Car of Fire, 

And drawn by flying Horſes, wing'd with Lightning, 
Cou'd in a ſhorter ſpace do greater Deeds, Tas 
Drive all the Nations, and lay waſte the World. 

Clyt. There's not a Man of War amony you all 
That loves the King like me; yet I'll not flatter, \ 
Nor ſooth his Vanity, tis blameable z | 
And when the Wine works, C/ytus Thoughts will out. 

H:ph. Then go not to the Banquet. | 

Clyt. I was call'd, 

My Minion, was I not, as well as you ? 

ll go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 

And laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily ; 
And while you blaſhing bow your Heads to Earth, 
And hide em in the Duſt, I'll ſtand upright, 
Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 

And be by fo mach nearer to the Gods 

But fee, the King and all the Court appear. 


Enter Alexander, Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Ee. 


Par. Spare him, O ſpare Ly{machus his Life 

I know you will, Kings ſhou'd delight in Mercy. ap 
Alex. Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her Sorrow. 
Par. O fave him, fave him, Cer it be too late; 

Speak the kind word, before the gaping Lion 

Swallow him up; let not your Soldier periſh 

But for one Raſhneſs which Deſpair did cauſe: 

III follow thus for ever on my Knees, 

And make your way ſo ſlippery with Tears, 

You ſhall not/paſs——Sifter, do you conjure him. | 
Alex. O Mother, take her, take her from me; [AKrtels. 

Her watry Eyes aſſault 'my very Soul, 47 

They ſhake my beſt reſolve a 
Stat. Did I not break : 

Thro' all for you? nay, now my Lord yon muſt. 
| M 4 Sy. 
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. Sy. Nor wou'd I make my Son ſo bold a Prayer, 
Alex. Honour ! what Honour | has not Stat ira ſaid it! 
Were I the King of the blue Firmament, | 
And the bold Titans ſhou'd again make War, 
Thoꝰ my refiſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my Hand. 
Fly then, ev'n thou his Rival fo belov'd, 
Fly with old Cly:zas, ſnatch him from Oe Jv 
Of phe devouring Beaſt, bring him adorn'd 
To the King's Banquet, fit for loads of Honour. 

% N TE EET [Exeunt Heph. Enm. Par. 
Stat. O my lov'd Lord! let me embrace your Knees, 
I am not worthy of this mighty Paſſion: 

You are too good for Goddeſſes themſelves : 

No Woman, nor the Sex, is worth a Grain 

Of this illuſtrious Life of my dear Maſter. 

Why are you ſo divine to cauſe ſuch Fondneſs, 

That my Heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, 

To make a dance of Joy about your Feet ? 
Alex. Excellent Woman! no, tis impo 

To ſay how much I love thee— Ha! again ! 

Such Extaſies Life cannot carry long; 

The. Day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 

Darts with ſuch Fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. 

A pale crown'd Head flew lately glaring by me, 

With two dead Hands, which threw a Cryſtal Globe 

From, high, that ſhatter'd in a thouſand pieces 

But I will loſe this boding Dream in Wine; 

Then warm and bluſhing for my Queen's Embraces, 

Bear me with all my Heat to thy lov'd Boſom. To 
Stat. Go, my beſt Love, and chear your drooping Spirits; 

Laugh with your Friends, and talk your grief away, 

While in the Bower of great Semiramis, 

] dreſs your Bed with all the Sweets of Nature, 

And crown it as the Altar of my Love 

Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, 

But never cloſe my Eyes till you return. [Ex. Stat. Syl- 
Alex. Is ſhe not more than Mortal e' er can'wiſh ! 

Diana's Soul caſt in the Fleſh of Venus“ 


By 


B 
'F 
A 
M 
W 


its; 


Syl. 


By 


By E. tis ominous, our parting is; 
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er Face lookt pale too, as ſhe'turn'd away: 
And when I wrung her by the roſy Fingers, 
Methought the ſtrings of my great Heart did crack. 
What ſhould it mean? Forward, Leamedon. 


Roxana meets him, with Cal. Polyp. Phil. and Theſſ. 


Why, Madam, gaze you thus ? | 
Rox. For a laſt look, [She holds his Hand, 
And that the memory of Roxand's Wrongs 
May be for ever printed in your Mind. 
Alex. O Madam, you muſt let me paſs. 
Rox. I will. | 
But I have ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak; 


And mark me well, for Fate is in my Breath: 


Love on the Miſtreſs you adore, to Death; 

Still hope, but I Fruition will deſtroy; 

Languiſh for Pleaſures, you ſhall ne'er enjoy. 

Still may Statira's Image draw your ſight, 

Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at Night ; 

Lead you thro' fragrant Grots and flowry Groves, 

And charm you thro' deep Graſs with ſfeeping Loves; 

That when your Fancy to its height does riſe, A 

That Light you lov'd may vaniſh from your Eyes, (prize. 

Darkneſs, Deſpair, and Death, your wandring Soul ſur- 
Alex. Away; lead, Meleager, to the Banquet. 

[Ex. cum ſuis. 

Rox. So unconcern'd ! O I could tear my Fleſh, 

Or him, or you, nay all the World to pieces. | 
Cafſ. Still keep this Spirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 

Loſe not a grain, for ſuch Majeſtick Atoms 

Firſt made the World, and. muſt preſerve its Greatneſs. 
Rox. I know I am whatever thou canſt ſay; 

My Soul is pent, and has not Elbow room; 

Tis ſwell'd with this laft Slight, beyond all bounds : 

O that it had a Space might anſwer to | 

Its infinite Deſire, where I might ſtand - 

And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balk, 


Ms Caf. 
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Caff, We are your Slaves, Admirers of 
* ode Coſſander to obey your — ns 
And I will on, ſwift as nimble Eye 
Scales Heav'n; when I am angry with "the Fates, 
No Age, nor Sex, nor dignity of Blood, 
No Ties of Law nor Nature, not the Life 
Imperial, tho' guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar Ca/ander's Vengeance, he ſhall die. 
Rox. Ha! ſhall he die? ſhall T conſent to kill him? 
Fo ſee him cla(p'd in the cold Arms of Death, 
Whom I with lch an Eagerneſs have lov'd ? 
Do I not bear his Image in my Womb? 
Which while J meditate, and roll Revenge, 
Starts in my Body like a fatal Pulſe, 
And ſtrikes Compaſſion thro* my bleeding Bowels. 
Pol. The Scruples which your Love Roy's raiſe might 
Were not the Empire of the World conſider d: (paſs, 
How will the glorious Infant in your Womb, 
When time ſhall teach his Tongue, be bound to curſe you, 
If now you ſtrike not for a Coronation ! 
Caf. If Alexanaer lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor ſhall your Child; old SyHgamb i, Head 
Will het be idle ſure Deſtruction waits 
Both you and yours ; kt not your Anger cool, 
But give the Word; ſay, Alexander bleeds, 
Draw the dry Veins 0 all the Per fian Race, 
And hurl a Ruin o'er the Eaſt, tis done. 
Pol. Behold the Inflraments of this great Work. 
Phil: Behold your forward Slave. 
Thefſ. I'll execute. 
Rox. And when this Ruin is accompliſh'd, where 
Shall curſt Roxana fly with this dear Load? 
Where ſhall ſhe find a Refuge from the Arms 
Of all the Sucoeſſors of this great Man ? 
No barb'rous Nation will receive a Guilt 
So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out: 
The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 
And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 
Ca.. No, you ſhall live, pardon the Inſolence 
Which * dm ghty Love enforces from me; 


Your 


14 
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our 


In your 2 ; Arms. © : 
box. Diſgrac'd Roxana, whither "wile n l . 
Ine'er was truly wretched till this Moment:: 
There's not one Mark of former Majeſty ' | * 
bar _ gr Frm ob gired-f onbur. © 
I hope you'll not impute my Pan 
To of that Reſpect which I muſt bear yoo 1 
Long have I o e 2 

Rox. Peace, moſt audacious Villain, 

Or I will ſtab this Paſſon in thy Throat. | 
What, ſhall I leave the Boſom of'a Deity 
To elaſp a Clod, a moving Piece of Earth, © 
Which a Mole heaves? Sc far art thou beneath me. 

Caf}. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more Folly. © 

Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for if thou doit” 
With a Love-glance, thy Plots are all unraverd, 

And your kin Thoughts of Alexander told, 
Whoſe Life, in ſpite of all his Wrongs to me, 
Shall be for ever ſacred and untouch'd. | 

Caff. I know, dread Madam, that Caſſander's Life 
Is in your Hands, ſo caſt to do you ſervice. 

Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I pratis'd Charms: 
To gain the King, that I had looſe Deſires : 2 
No, 'tis my Pride that gives me hei = 1 Pleaſure, 
To ſee the Mart by all the World | | 
Bow'd to my Boſom, and my Captive t there; Hh 
Then my "Veins ſwell, and my Arms graſp the Poles, 

My Breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt Delight, 
'Tis length of Rapture, and an Age of Fury 

Caf. By your own Life, the greateſt Oath I ſwear, 
Caſſander's Paſſion from this time is dumb. 

Rox. No, if I were a Wanton, I would make 
Princes the Victims of my raging Fires: 

I, like the changing Moon, would have the Stars 

My Followers, and mantled Kings by Night . 
Should wait my Call; fine Slaves to etch my Flame, 
Who, left in Dreams they fhould reveal the Deed, | ; 
Still as they came, ſucceſſively ſhould bleed. 


ws 


That I may haunt her with a thouſand Devils. 


I'll do the Deed; nor ſhall a Waiter ſcape, 
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| Tis more than Life to die by my Command: 
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Cal. To make Atonement for the higheſt Crime, 


T beg-your Majeſty will take the Life | ] 
Of Queen Statira as a Sacrifice. _ Wh 

Rox. Riſe, thou haſt made me ample Expiation; 

Yes, yes, Statira, Rival, thou muſt die; P 

T know this Night is deſtin'd for my Ruin, 

And Alexander from the glorious Revels 

Flies to thy Arms. fr Shale Tt 
Phil. The Bowers of Semiramis are made 81 

The Scene this Night of their new kindled Loves. (F 
Rox. Methinks I ſee her yonder, (Oh the Torment) I 

Buſy for Bliſs, and full of ExpeQtation: . A 

She adorns her Head, and her Eyes give new Luſtre ; A 


Languifhes in her Glaſs, tries all her Looks; | 
Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming; | 
Runs to the Bed, and kneels, and weeps and wiſhes, 
Then lays the Pillow eaſy for his H 

Warms it with Sighs, and moulds it with her Kiſſes. 
Oh, I am loſt! torn with Imagination! 

Kill me, Ca//anger, kill me inſtantly, 


Caff. Why d'ye ſtop to end her while you may? 
9.time ſo proper as the preſent ; now 
ile Alexander feaſts with all his Court: 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zogdian Slaves, 


That ſerves your Rival, to relate the News. 
Pol, She was committed to Eumenes charge. 
Rox. Eamenes dies, and all that are about her, 

Nor ſhall T feed your Aid, you'll love again; 

Til head the Slaves my ſelf, with this drawn Dagger, 

To carry Death that's worthy of a Queen. 

A common Fate ne er ruſhes from my Hand, 


And when ſhe-ſees _ | | 
That to my Arm her Ruin ſhe muſt owe, 
Her thankful Head will ſtraight be bended low, 0 
Hex Heart ſhall leap half way to meet the Blow. 

| ne [Exit Roxana. 


Ca). 


Me intend, who knows ſhe _ diſcover ? 
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Caf Go thy ways, $ Semelt————<ſhe ſcorns to ſin 
Beneath a God We muſt be ſwift; the Ruin 


Pol. It mult be ated ſuddenly to night, 
Now at the Banquet Phi/ip hold, his Cup. 
Phil. And dares to execute——propoſe his Fare. 
Cafſ. Obſerve in this ſmall Phial certain Death; 
It holds a Poiſon of ſuch deadly Force, 
Shou'd Æſculapius drink it, in five Hours 
(For then it works) the God himſelf were mortal. 
I drew it from Nonarris' horrid Spring; 
A Drop infus'd in Wine will ſeal his Death, 
And ſend him howling to the loweſt S 
Phil. Wou'd it were done. 
Cafſ. O we ſhall have him tear 
(E'er yet the Moon has half her Journey rode} 
The World to Atoms; for it ſcatters Pains - 
All Sorts, and thro' all Nerves, Veins, Arteries, 
Ev'n with Extremity of Froſt it burns; 
Drives the diſtracted Soul about her Houſe; . 
Which runs to all the Pores, the Doors of Life, 
Till ſhe is forc'd for Air to leave her Dwelling. 
Pol. By Plutss ſelf, the Work is-wondrous brave. 
Caf]. Now ſeparate: Philip and Theſſalus 
Haſte to the Banquet; at his ſecond Call 
Give him that fatal Draught that crowns the Night, 
While Polyperchon and my elf retire. | 
[Exeunt omnes præter Caſſander. 
Ves, Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me well; WT 
Blood for a Blow is Intereſt indeed. 
Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder, 
And ſtanding fraight on this majeſtick Pile, 
I hit the Clouds, and ſee the World below me: 
Oh, 'tis the worſt of Racks to a brave Spirit, 
To be born Baſe, a Vaſlal, a curs'd Slave; | 
Now by the Project lab'ring in my Brain, A 
"Tis nobler far to be a King in Hell, 
To head infernal Legions, Chiefs below, 
To let 'em looſe for Earth, to call 'em in, 
And take account of what dark Deeds are done, 


f 


Than 
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= Than be a Subject-God in Heav'n unbleſt, 
And without Miſchief have eternal Reſt. [Exit. 


The SCENE dates, Alexander is ſeen flanding on 4 T, 
Throne, with all his Commanders about bin, holding 


Goblets in ibeir Hands. Hi 
Alex. To our immortal Health, and our fair Queen's; — 

All drink it deep, and while it flies about, Wi 
Mars and Bellona join to make us Mufick. | Th 

A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sun, 1 
White as his Beams Speak the big Voice of War, Th 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, Fai! 
Till we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſure o 
In Bowls of Nectar and replying Thunder. Los 

| [Sound while they drink. 4 

; ; | Anc 

Enter Hepheſtion, Clytus, Lading Lyfimachus in his Thi 
Shirt bloody ; Perdiccas, Guard. Om 

(Arms Of t 


Cly. Long live the King, and Conqueſt crown his Like 
With Laurels ever green: Fortune's his Slave, 
And kiſſes all that fight upon his fide. 
Alex. Did not I give command you ſhould preſerve 
Lyfemachus ? | - 
| Heph. You did. 
Alex. What then portend thoſe bloody Marks ? 
Heph. Your Mercy flew too late: Perdiccas had 
According to the dreadful Charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Unarm'd, all but his Hands, on which he wore 
A Pair of Gauntlets; ſui was his Deſire, 
To ſhew in Death the Difference betwixt 
The Blood of the Sacides, and common Men. 
Cly. At laſt the Door of an old Lion's Den 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appcar'd : 
The Flames which from his Eyes ſhot gloomilg red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the Spectators thought, 
And round 'em cait a Day of Blood and Death. 


Had 
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Heph. When we arriv'd, juſt as the valiant Prince 
Cried out, O Pariſatis take my Life; Labs 

'Tis for thy fake 1 go undaunted thus, 

To be devour'd by this moſt dreadful Creature. * 
Cly. Then walking forward, the large Beaſt deſcry'd 

His " wy and with a Roar that made us pale. 

Flew fiercely on him; but the active Prince, 

Starting aſide, avoided his firſt Shock, 

With a ſlight Hurt, and as the Lion turn'd, 


| Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all, into his Throat, 


And with Hercultan Force tore forth by th' Roots 
The foaming bloody Tongue ; and while the Savage, 
Faint with that Loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing Earth = 
To plough it with his Teeth, your conqu'ring Soldier 
Leap'd on his Back, and daſlod his Skull to pieces. 
Ale x. By all the Laurels, twas a godlike Act, 
And 'tis my Glory, as it ſhall be thine, | 
That Alexander could not pardon thee. 
O my brave Soldier, think not all the Prayers 
Of the lamenting Queens cou'd move my Soul 
Like what thou haſt perform'd : Grow to my Breaſt. 
| | | [Embraces bin. 
Ly. However Love did hurry my wild Arm, 
When I was cool, my fev'riſh Blood did bate, 
And as I went to Death, I bleſt the King. 
Alex. Lyſimachus, we both have been tranſported, 
But from this Hour be certain of my Heart; 
A Lion be the Empreſs of thy Shield, 
And that golden Armour we from Porus won 
The King preſents thee : but retire to Bed, 
Thy Tolls aſk Reft. | 
have no Wounds to hinder 
Of any moment; or if I had, tho' mortal, 
I'd ſtand to Alexander's Health, till all 
My Veins were dry, and fill *em up again 
With that rich Blood which makes the Gods immortal. 
Alex. Hepbeſt ion, thy Hand embrace him cloſe ; 
Tho' next my Heart you hang the Jewel there, 
Forſcarce I know whether my Queen be nearer, 


Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 
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That muſt to Ages flouriſh——Pariſatis 
Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War: 


Neither reply, but mark the Charge I give, 


And live as Friends Sound, ſound my Armies Honour; 


Health to their Bodies, and eternal Fame 
Wait on their Memory, when thoſe are Aſhes ; 
Live all you muſt, tis a God gives you Life. [Sound 


Lyſimachus offers Clytus a Perſian Robe, and be refuſes. 


” O Vanity! 
x. Ha! « ſays Clytus ? 
Who am I? 
Cly. The Son of good King Philip. 
Alex. No, 'tis falſe ; 
By all my Kindred in the Skies, 
Fove made my Mother pregnant. 
Ch. I ha” done. 


Here follows an Entertalomene of Indian Singers and 
Dancers: The Muſick flouriſhes. 


Alex. Hold, hold; Ciytus, take the Robe, 

Ch. Sir, the Wine, 
The Weather's hot; beſides you know my Humour. 
| Alex. O tis not well: I'd burn. mi than be 
So ſingular and froward. 

Ch. So would I 
Burn, hang, or drown, but in a better Cauſe; z; 
TI drink or fight for ſacred Majeſty 
With any here——Fill me another Bowl, 
Will you excuſe me? 

Alex. You will be excus' d; 
But let.him have his — he is old. 

Cy. So was your Father, Sir——'This to his Me or» : 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 

Alex. They ſhall not ſound 
Till the King drinks By Mars, I cannot take 
A Moment's Reſt for all my + waa of Blood, 
But one or other will oppoſe my Plcaſure. 


Sure 


we 
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Sure I was form'd for War; 

All, all are Alexanders Enemies 

Which I could tame—— Yes, the rebellious World 
Shou'd feel my Wrath——Sut let the Sports go on. 


The 9 dance. 
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Lyſ. Nay, Clytus, you that cou'd adviſe— 
Alex. Forbear ; 
Let him perſiſt, bo poſitive, and proud, 
Sullen and dazzled, mongſt the nobler Souls, 
Like an infernal Spirit that had ſtole 
From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. 

Cly. When Gods grow hot, where's the Difference 
Twixt them and Devils Fill me Greek n yet fuller, 
For I want Spirits. 

Alex. Ha | let me hear a Song, * 

Cly. Muſick for Boys----C/ytus would hear the Groans 
Of dying Perſons, and the Horſes Neighings z zs 
Or if I muſt be tortur'd with ſhrill Voices, 4 291 
Give me the Cries of Matrons in ſack'd Towns. 

Heph. Ly/imachus, the King looks ſad, let en him : 
Health to the Son of Jupiter Anon: 

Ev'ry Man take his Goblet in his Hand, | 
Kneel all, and kiſs the Earth with Adoration. ; 

Alx. Sound, ſound, that all the Univerſe may hear, 
That I could ſpeak like Fove, to tell abroad 38 
The Kindneſs of my People——Riſe, O riſe, 

My Hands, my Arms, my Heart is ever yours. 
[ Comes from his Throne, al kiſs his Hand. 

Ch. I did not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your _ 

I am unworthy, Sir. 

Alex: I know thou art, 

Thou envieſt my great Honour Sir, my Friends, 
Nay, I mult have room Now let us talk 

Of War, for what more fits a Soldier's Mouth ? 

And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, or ye do not love me, 

Who, think you, was the braveſt General 

That ever led an Army to the Field ? 
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Heob. I think the Sun himſelf ne er- ſaw a Chief 
So truly great, ſo fortunately brave, a 
As Alexander ; not the fam'd Alcides, | 
Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, 
With their all-conqu'ring Arms, the famous Troy. 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus. | 
Alex. O you flatter me. 
Cly. They do indeed, and yet ye love em for it, 
But hate old Chytus for his hardy Virtue. 
Come, ſhall I ſpeak a Man more brave than you, 
A better General, and more expert Soldier? 
Alex. I ſheuld be glad to learn; inſtruct me, Sir. 
Cly. Your Father Philip — I have ſeen him march, 
And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where 


The ſtouteſt at the Table wou'd ha' trembled : Trem 
Nay, frown not, Sir; you cannot look me dead. Thy | 
When Greeks join'd Greeks, then was the Tug of War, h 
The labour'd Battel ſweat, and Conquet bled. 

Why ſhould I fear tofpeak a Truth more noble Kill m 
Then e er your Father Jupiter Ammon told you ? I knoy 
Philip fought Men, but A/exander Women. Becaui 


Alex. Spite l by the Gods, proud Spite! and burning And v 


Ig then my Glory come to this at laſt, (Envy! To bo 
To vanquiſh Women ? Nay, he ſaid the ſtouteſt here You de 
Wou'd tremble at the Dangers he has ſeen. Ale: 
In all the Sickneſs and Wounds I bore, 

When from my Reins the Javelin Head was cut, Ch. 
Lyſimachus, heftion, ſpeak, Perdiccas, The G 
Did I &er tremble? O the curſed Lyar! Which 

Did I once ſhake or groan? or bear my ſelf. Alea 

Beneath my Majeſty, my dauntleſs Courage? Ch. 
Heph. Wine has tranſported. him. The R 
Alex. No, tis plain mere Malice: | Philota 

I was a Woman too at Oxyarace, | Alex 

When planting at the Walls a ſcaling Ladder, Ly. 

I mounted, ſpite of Showers of Stones, Bars, Arrows, Ch. 

And all the Lumber which they thunder'd down, Heph 

When you beneath cried out, and ſpread your Arms, Chy. 

That 1 ſhould leap among you, did I fo? To PB. 


Ly/. Turn the Diſcourſe, my Lord, the old Man raw d. To grea 


Alix. 


V 


av'd. 
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Alex. Was I a Woman, when, like Mercury,, 
J left the Walls to fly my Foes, 
And, like a baited Lion, dy'd-my ſelf © 
All over with the Blood of thoſe bold Hunters? 
Till ſpent with Toil, I battel'd on my knees, 
Pluck'd forth the Darts that made my Shield a Foreft, 
And hurl'd em back with moſt unconquer'd Fury. 

Ch. "Twas all Bravado, for before you leap'd,. 
You ſaw that I had burſt the Gates aſunder. | 

Alex. Did I then turn me, like a Coward, round, 
To ſeek for Succour ? Age cannot be fo baſe; 
That thou wert young again, I would put off 
My Majeſty, to be more terrible, 
That, like an Eagle, I might ſtrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth; ſhake thee to. Duſt, and tear 
T ue this _—_ Lye, thou feeble — 4 

ly. What, do you pelt me like à Boy p 
| 8 [He teh, Fruit at bim as they riſe. 

Kill me, and bury the Diſgrace I feel, 


. I know the reaſon that you uſe me ſo, 


Becauſe I ſavd your Life at Granieus ; 

And when your Back was turn'd, oppos'd my Breaſt 

To bold Rheſaces Sword; you hate me fort, 

You do, proud Prince. | 
Alex, Away, your Breath's too hot. 

SES Flings him from him. 
Ch. You hate the Benefactor, tho you took 125 

The Gift, your Life, from this diſhonour'd Chytus; 

Which is the blackeſt, worſt Ingratitude. 
Alex. Go, leave the Banquet: Thus far J forgive thee. 
Cly. Forgive your ſelf for all your Blaſphemies, 

The Riots of a moſt debauch'd and blotted Life; 

Philotas Murder 
Alex. Ha ! what ſaid the Traitor? 

Ly. Eumenes, let us force him hence. 

Ch. Away. | 

Heph. You ſhall not tarry : Drag him to the Door. 

Cy. No, let him ſend me, if I muſt be gone 
To Philip, Attalus, Caliſtbenes, | | 
To great Parmenio, to his flaughter'd Sons: 


Par. 
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Parmenio, who did many brave ts 
Without the Kin e King without bim akin 

Alex. Give me a Javelin. 7: akes one Hen the 2 
_ Heph. Hold, Sir: 

Alex. Off, Sirrah, leſt 
At once I ſtrike it thro his Heart and . 

O ſacred Sir, have but a Moment's Patience. 

Alex. Preach Patience to another Lion——W hat, 
Hold my Arms? I ſhall be: murder'd here, 
Like poor Darius, by my own barb'rous Subjects. 
Perdiccas, ſound my Trumpets to the Camp, 
Quall my Soldiers to the Court; nay haſte, 
For there is Treaſon plotting gainſt my Life, 
And I ſhall periſh e er they come to reſcue. 

Ly/. and Heph. 1 — 9 die, e' er think ſo damn d a 


[ Kneel, 

Alex. Where is the Traitor? | 

Cy. Sure there's none about you; 

But — ſtands honeſt C/ytus, whom the King 
Invited to his Banquet. 

Alex. Be gone and ſup with Philip, [Strikes him thro. 
Parmenis, Attalus, Califthenes ; | | 
And let bold Subjects learn by thy ſad Fate, 

To tempt the Patience of a Man much above 'em. 

.Cly. The Rage of Wine is drown'd in guſhing Blood: 
O Alerander, I have been to blame; 

Hate me nag after Death, for I repent, ' - 
That fo I urg'd your nobleſt, ſweeteſt Nature. 

Alex. What's this I hear? ſay on, my dying Soldier. 

Cly. I ſhou'd ha' kilbd my ſelf, had I but liv'd 
To be once ſober Now | fall with Honour, 
nd own Hand wou'd ha' brought foul Death. O Pardon. 

Dies. 

Alex. Then I am loſt ; what has my Vengeance None! 

Who i is it thou haſt ſlain? C/ytus ; what was he? 
The faithfulleſt Subject, worthieſt Counſellor, 
Who for ſaving thy Life, when 

Thou foughtſt bare- headed at the River Granile, 
Has now a noble Recompence for ſpeaking _— H 
For a a which Wine did work, 
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The poor, the honeſt Chytus thou haſt ſlain. 5 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? % 
Thy Friends will ſnun thee now, and ftand at diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their Minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, leſt by thy Madneſs they die too. 

Hepb. Guards take the Body hence. 

Alex. None dare to touch im, 
For we muſt never part. Cruel Hepheftion 
And Lyſi machus, that had the Power, 
And would not hold me. 

Ly/. Dear Sir, we did. 

Alex. I know it; 
Ye held me like a Beaſt, to let me go 
With greater Violence——Oh you have undone me! 
Excuſe it not, you that could ftop a Lion, | 
Cou'd not turn me: You ſhou'd have drawn your Swords, 
And barr'd my Rage with their advancing Points; ; 
Made Reaſon glitter in my dazled Eyes, 
Till I had ſeen what Ruin did attend me: | 
That had been noble, that had ſhew'd a Friend ; 
Clytus would fo have done to fave your Lives. f 

Ly/. When Men ſhall hear how highly you were urg'd. 
Alex. No, you have let me ſtain my riſing Virtue, 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the dunn. 
Death, Hell and Furies] you have funk my Glory: 
Oh, I am all a Blot, which Seas of Tears, 
And my Heart's Blood, can never waſh away 
Yet 'tis but juſt I try, and on the Point, 
Still reeking, hurl my black polluted Breaſt. 

Heph. O ſacred Sir, that muſt not be. 

Eum. Forgive my pious Hands. © 

Ly/. And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. 

Alex. Yes, cruel Men, ye now can ſhew your Strength, 
Here's not a Slave but dares oppoſe my Juſtice; 
Yet I will render all Endeavours vain 
That tend to fave my Life Here I will lie [ Falli. 
Cloſe to his bleeding Side, thus kifling him; 
Theſe pale dead Lips that have ſo oft advis'd me: 


Thus bathing o'er his reverend Face in Tears; 


Thus claſping his cold Body in my Arms, 
Ws clalping * * 80 _ 
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Till Death like him, has made me ſtiff and horrid. 
Heph. What ſhall we do? 3 | 
. I know not, my Wounds bleed afreſh 
With ſtriving with him: * your Arm. 
5 _ [ Ex. Perdiccas, L hus, 
ub. Call Ariftander hither, . 
Or Mzleager, let's force him from the Body. ; 


Cries without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon ! 
Enter Perdiccas bloody. 


Per. Haſte, all take Arms; Hephefion, where's the King? 


Heph. There by old Clytas' Side, whom he has ſlain. 
Per. Then Miſery on Miſery will fall, - 

Like rolling Billows, to advance the Storm- 

Riſe, ſacrgd Sir, and haſte to aid the Queen x 
Roxana fill'd with furious Jealouſy, 

- Came with a Guard of Zogdian - Mi unmaiL'd, 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden Rage, 

That all are periſh'd who reſiſtance made: 

I only with theſe Wounds thro! claſhing Spears 
Have forc'd my way, to give you timely notice. 

Alex. What ſays Perdiccas ? Is the — in danger? 

Per. She dies, unleſs, you turn her Fate, and quickly: 
Your-Diftance from the Palace aſks more Speed, 

And the Aſcent to th' flying. Grove is high. 

Alex. Thus from the Grave I riſe to tave my Love, 
All draw your Swords, with wings of Lightning move; 
When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 

"Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the way. [Exeurt. 
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ACr v. SCENE I. 


Statira 1, diſconer d ſleeping in the Bower of Semiramis ; 
the Spirits of Queen Statira her Mother, and Darius, 


appear flanding on each fide of her, with Daggers, 


threatning ber. 


They ſing. 
S Innocence ſo void of Cares, 
ES af That it can undiſturbed ſleep, 


Amidſt the Noiſe of horrid Wars, 
That make immortal Spirits weep ? 


To warn ber. of approaching Doom. 
Dar. She walks, as ſbe dreams, in a Garden of Flowers, 
And her Hands are empley'd in the beautiful Bowers ; 
She dreams of the Man bat is far from the Grove, 
Ad all her foft Fancy flill runs on ber Love. | 
Stat. She nods o'er the Brooks that ran purling along, 
And the Nightingals lull ber more faft with a Seng. 


Dar. But ſee the ſad End which the Gods have decreed. 


Stat. This Poinard's thy Fate. . 

Dar. My Daughter muſt bleed. (dies 

Chorus. Atoale then, Statira, awake, for alas you muſt 
Fer an Hour be paſt, you muſt breath out your laſt. 

Dar. And be ſuch another as J. 

Stat. A J. 1 

Chorus. And be ſuch another as J. 


'Statira ſol 
Stat. Bleſs me, ye Pow'rs above, and guard my Virtue. 
[ ſaw, nor was't a Dream, I ſaw and heard 


My royal Parents, there I ſaw em ſtand ; 
Aly Eyes beheld their precious Images; 


[ 


Stat. No boding Crows, nor Ravens come, 


= — — — 
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Fled you ſo faſt, dear Shades, from 
You told me this——this Hour ſhould 


Where our falſe Maſter has ſo often languiſh'd, 


Voices : Where, O where 
Embraces? 
3 2 * y laſt, 
And 1 muſt bleed Away, tis all Deluſion. 


Do I not wait for 4/xander's coming ? 


None but my loving Lord can enter heie: 


And will he kill me? hence fantaftick Shadows! 


And yet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long. 
Why do I tremble thus? If —＋ þ 


The Motion of my Robes makes my Heart leap. 


When will the dear Man come, that all my Doubts 

May vaniſh in his Breaſt? That I may hold him 

Faſt as my Fears can make me, hug him cloſe 

As my fond Soul can wiſh ; give all my Breath 

In Sighs and Kiſſes ; ſwoon, die away with Rapture. 
But hark I hear him | [Noiſe within, 
Fain I would hide my Bluſhes, 3 

1 hear his Tread, but dare not go to meet him. 


Enter Roxana, with Slaves and a Dagger. 


Rox. At length we've conquer'd this ſtupendous Height, 
"Theſe flying Groves, whoſe wonderful Aſcent 
Leads to the Clouds. 778 

Stat. Then all the Viſion's true, 


[ Retire, 
And I muſt die, loſe my dear Lord for ever : 


That, that's the Murderer. 


Rex. Shut the brazen Gate, 
And make it faſt with all the maſly Bars. 
T know the King will fly to her Relief, 
But we have time enough Where is my Rival? 
Appear Statira, now no more a Queen; 
Roxana calls, where is your Majeſty ? 
Stat. And what is ſhe, who with ſuch tow'ring Pride, 
Wou'd awe a Princeſs that is born above her ? 
Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 


It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall 


A Sacrifice +5 fierce Roxana's Wrongs. 
Be ſudden then, put forth theſe royal Breaſts, 


That 


biz. 


ght, 


irts, 
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That 


That I may change ther milky Innocence 
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To Blood, and dye me in à deep Revenge. 4 
Stat. No, —.— Woman, tho I dueſt- meet Death 
As boldly as our Lord, with a Reſolve | 
At which thy coward Heart would tremble ;. 
Yet I diſdain to ſtand the Fate you. offer, 
And therefore, fearleſs of thy dreadful 
Walk thus regardleſs by thee. 
Rox. Ha! ſo ſtately 
This ſure will ſink you. 
Stat. No, Roxana, No: ; 
The Blow you give will ſtrike me to the Stars, 
But fink my Murdreſs in eternal Ruin, 
Rox. Who told you this ? 
Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me: 
There's not a God but whiſpers in my Ear, 
This Death will crown me with immortal Glory; 
To die fo fair, ſo innocent, ſo young, 
Will make me Company for — above. 
Rax. Preach on. 
Stat. While you, the Burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep, ſo heavy with thy Guilt, 
Chat Hell it ſelf muſt groan at thy Reception; 
While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society, 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury. 
Rox. Heaven Witneſs for me, I would ſpare thy Lie, 
It any thing but Alexander's Love 
Were in debate; come give me back his Heart, 
And thou ſhalt live Empreſs of all the World. 
Stat. The World is leſs than Alexander's Love, 
Yet cou'd I give it, tis not in my power; 
This I dare promiſe if you ſpare my Life, 
Which I diſdain to beg, he ſhall ſpeak kindly. 
Rox. Speak! is that all? 
Stat. Perhaps at my requeſt, 
And for a Gift ſo noble as my Life, 
Beſtow a Kiſs. k 
Rox. A Kiſs! no more ? 
Stat. O Gods! 
What ſhall I ſay to work her to my End? 
Vor. III. N 
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Fain I would ſee him——Yes, a little more 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. Ent 


Rox. O the provoking word ? Your Friend ! thou d yi; 
Your Friend! What, muſt I bring you then together} 


Adore your Bed, and ſee you ſoftly laid? dx. 
By all my Pangs, and Labours of my Love, er 
Tow 2 ts off all that was ſweet and gentle. - _ 

Therefore An A U. 
Stat. Vet hold thy Hand advanc'd in air; 


I ſee my death is written in thy Eyes, _ 
Therefore wreak all the Luſt of Vengeance on me, . 
Waſh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my gore; 
Feed like a Vulture, tear my bleeding heart. 
But O Roxana! that there may appear 
A Glimpſe of Juſtice for thy Cruelty, np 
A grain of Goodneſs for a maſs of Evil, op | 
Give me my death in Alexander's Preſence. Wh _ 
Rox. Not for the Rule of Heaven—Are you ſo cunning? y n 
What, you wou'd have him mourn you as you fall; 11 105 
Take your Farewel, and taſte ſuch healing Kiſſes, 6 * 
As might call back your Soul. No, — ſhalt fall o 4 
Now, and when Death has ſeiz d thy beauteous "T4 "wy 75 
I'Il have thy Body thrown into a Well, * 1 8 
Buried bande a — of Stones for ever. H. 


hich y 
Enter a Slave. 
(Guard 


Rox. 
onfirms 
die dies. 
Siav. Madam, the with all his Captains and his 
Are forcing ope the — he threatens — Deaths _ 1 
To all that ſtop his Entrance, and TI believe 3 
Your Eunuchs will obey hini. wag 
Rox. Then I muſt haſte. [Stabs ler . 7 
Star. What, is the King ſo near? 2 
And ſhall I die ſo tamely, thus defenceleſs ? at Tn 
O ye Gods, will you not help my Weakneſs? aan 
Rox. They are afar off, | Stabbing ht 
Stat. Alaſs ! they are indeed. 


ever mo 
or view 


Ent! 
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Enter Alexander, Caflander, Polyperchon, Guards 
a and Attendants. | 


flex. Oh Happy! thou ſhalt reign the Queen of Devils. 
Rox. Do, ſtrike, behold my Boſom ſwells to meet thee z 
Tis full of thine, of Veins that run Ambition, 
And 1 can brave whatever Fate you bring. 
Alex. Call our Phyſicians, haſte, I'll give an Empire 
To ſave her——-Oh my Soul, alas Statira / 
Theſe Wounds,— Oh Gods, are theſe my promis'd Joys! 


Enter Phyſicians. 


Stat. My cruel Love, my weeping Alexander, 
Wou'd I had dy'd before you enter'd here; 
For now I aſk my Heart an hundred Queſtions, 
What muſt I loſe my Life, my Lord for ever? | 
Alex. Ha! Villains, are they mortal? what reti:e'! 
Raiſe your daſh'd Spirits from the Earth, and ſay, 
Ny ſhe ſhall live, and I will make you Kings. 
Give me this one, this poor, this only Life, 
And I will pardon you for all the Wounds 
Which your Arts widen, all Diſeaſes, Deaths, 
hich your damn'd Drugs throw thro the lingring World. 
Rex. Rend not your Temper, ſee a general Silence 
_ the bloody Pleaſure which I ſought; 
due dies. 
Alex. And dar'ſt thou, Monſter, think t' eſcape ? 
Stat. Life's on the Wing, my Love, my Lord, 
ome to my Arms, and take the laſt adieu. 
ere let me lie and languiſh out my Soul. 
Ax. Anſwer me, Father, wilt thou take her from me? 
What, is the black, ſad Hour at laſt arriv'd, 
nat J muſt never claſp her Body more? 
erer more baſk in her Eye-ſhine again? 
lor view the Loves that play'd in thoſe dear Beams, 
d ſhot me with a thouſand thouſand ſmiles ? 
Stat. Farewel, my Dear, my Life, my moſt lov'd Lord, 
near by Oro/mades, tis more Pleaſure, 
N 2 | More. 
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Wore Satisfaction that I thus die yours, 
Than to have liv'd another Grant me one thing. 
Alex. All, all. but ſpeak that I may execute 
Before I follow thee. 
Stat. Leave not the Earth 
Before Heaven calls you; Spare Roxana's Life, 
Twas Love of you that caus'd her give me Death. 
And, O ſometimes amidſt your Revels think 
Of your poor Queen, and e' er the chearful Bowl 
Salute your Lips, crown it with one rich Tear, 
And I am happy. | 
Alex. Clole not thy Eyes; * 
Things of Import I have to ſpeak before 
Thou tak'ſt thy Journey: Tell the Gods I'm coming 
To give 'em an Account of Life and Death; 
And many other hundred thouſand Policies, 
That much concern the Government of Heaven 
O ſhe is gone ! the talking Soul is mute 
She's huſh'd, no Voice or Muſick now is heard! 
The Bower of Beauty is more ſtill than Death; 
The Roſes fade, and the melodious Bird 
'That wak'd their Sweets, has left them now for ever. 
Rox. Tis certain now you never ſhall enjoy her; 
Therefore Roxana may have leave to hope 
You will at laſt be kind for all my Sufferings, 
My Torments, Racks, for this laſt dreadful Murder, 
Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me. 
Alex. O thou vile Creature! bear thee from my ſight, 
And thank Statira that thou art alive: 
Elſe thou hadit periſſid; yes, I wou'd ha' rent 
With my juſt Hands that Rock, that marble Heart ; 
I wou'd have div'd thro Seas of Blood to find it, 
To tear the cruel Quarry from its Center. 
Rox. O take me to your Arms, and hide my Bluſhes, 
I love you ſpite of all your Cruelties ; 
There is {9 much Divinity about you, 
I tremble to approach : yet here's my hold, 
Nor will I leave the ſacred Robe, for ſuch 
Is every thing that touches that bleſt Body : 


, [Dies 


0 do ne 
For who 
But haſt 
Fly with 
ho If. 
Rox. 
ly mort 
And I co 
lf there | 
hat has 
end He: 
ike the 
ll the “ 
height 
Vied wi 


II kiſs it as the Relique of a Gd. 
And Love ſhall graſp it with theſe dying Hands. 
Alex. O that thou wert a Man, that I might drive. 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl mortal Plagues when they are angry. 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt pieces,. 
My Duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new Fondneſs ; 
Still the Love-motes ſhall play before your Eyes, 
Where er you go, however you deſpiſe. 


Alex. Away, there's not a glance that flies from thee, 


But like a Bafiliſk, comes wing d with Death. 


* Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch harſh words, my. Royal Maſtery . | 


Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servant; 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
"> y the dear Babe, the burden of my Womb, 
That weighs me down, when I would follow faſter, . , 
My Knees are weary and my Force is ſpent -: 
O do not frown, but clear thy angry Brow ! 
Your Eyes will blaſt me, and your Words are Bolts - 
That ſtrike me dead; the little Wretch I bear, 
Leaps frighted at your Wrath, and dies within me. 
Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my Soul ſo tenderly, . 
That I will raiſe thee, tho thy Hands are Ruin. 
Riſe cruel Woman, riſe and have a care, 
0 do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 
For whofe dear ſake I now forgive thee all. 
but haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad Eyes; 


Hy with thy Pardon, left I call it back; 

ho I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 
Rox. Igo, I fly for ever from thy ſight, - 
ly mortal Injuries have turn'd my mind, 
and I cou'd curſe my ſelf for being kind. 
there be any Majeſty above, 

hat has Revenge in ſtore for perjur'd Love, 
end Heaven the ſwifteſt ruin on his Head, 
fre the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead; 
il the Triumpher and avenge my wrong, 
height of Pomp, while he is warm and young; 
Kited with Thunder let him ruſh along, 


N 3 


ut, 


es, 


Alexander the Great. 277 


258 De Rival W or, 
And when i in the laſt Pangs of Life he lies, 
Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my Eyes: 

Nay, after Death 

Purſue his ſpotted Ghoſt, and ſhoot him as he flies. [Ex;z, 
Alex. O my fair Star, I ſhall be ſhortly with thee; 

For I already feel the fad Effects 

Of thoſe moſt fatal Imprecations. 

What means this deadly Dew upon my Forehead ? 

My Heart too heaves. 


er I remove, and gorge me with Revenge. 
Enter Perdiccas and Lyſimachus. 


Per. I beg your Majeſty. will pardon — 
A fatal Meſſenger ; 
Great Syigambis, hearing Statira's Death, 
Is now no more; 
Fer laſt words gave the Princeſs to the brave 
- Lyſmachns : but that which moſt will ſtrike you, 
You dear Hepheftion, having drank too largely 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surfeit dead. 
Alex. How dead Hepbeſtion dead ! alas the dear 
Unhappy Youth ! — But he ſleeps happy, 
I muſt wak& for ever: This Object, this, 
This Face of fatal Beauty, 
Will flretch my Lids with vaſt, eternal Tear 
Who had the Care of poor Hephe/tian's Life? 

 1y/. Philaraa, the Arabtan Artiſt. 

Alex. Fly, Meleager, hang him on a Croſs : 
"That for Hepbheſ ion 
But here lies my Fate; Hepheſtion, Clytus, 

All my ViRtories for ever folded up: 
In this dear Body my Panner's loſt, 
My Standard's Triumphs gone ! 
O 4 — ſhall I be mad? Give order to 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears, 
Pound their bright Armour into Duſt; away; : 
3 


| Caf It will anon be ſtill [ Ape. 
The Poiſon works. 
Pol. Vil ſee the wiſh'd Effect 22 
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Is there not cauſe to put the World in Mourning? 
Tear all your Robes: he dies that is not naked 
Down to the waſte, all like the Sons of Sorrow. 

Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Sky 

Beat down the Battlements of every City : 

And for the Monument of this lov'd Creature, 

Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave em all with Gold: 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor; 

To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 


But ſtrip the ſhining Gods to make it rare. [Exit. 


Caf. Ha! whither now? follow him, Po/yperchon. 


| [Exit Pol. 
I find Caſſander's Plot grows full of Death; | 
Murder 1s playing her great Maſter-piece, 
And the ſaid Siſters ſweat, fo faſt I urge em. 
O how I hug my ſelf for this Revenge ! 
My Fancy's great in Miſchief ; for methinks 
The Night grows darker, and the lab'ring Ghoſts, 
For fear that I ſhould find new Torments out, 
Run o'er the old with moſt prodigious Swiftneſs. 
] ſee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 
The Sieve brim full, and the ſwift Stone ſtand ſtill. 


, Enter Polyperchon. 


What, does it work ? 
Pol. Speak ſoftly. 
Ca. Well. 

Pol. It does; 

I follow'd him, and ſaw him ſwiftly walk 

Toward the Palace; oftimes looking back, 

With watry Eyes, and calling out, Statira. 

He flumbled at the Gate and fell along; 

Nor was he rais'd with Eaſe by his Attendants, 

But ſeem'd a greater Load than ordinary, 

As much more as the Dead outweigh the Living. 
Ca. Said he nothing ? | 
Pol. When they took him up, 

He fightd, and entred with a ſtrange wild Look, 
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Embrac'd the Princes round, and ſaid he muſt 
| TIN GA WOO "rr Hl. | 


| Enter Philip and Theſſalts. 


Phil Back, back, all ſcatter——With. a dreadful Shout 
1 heard him c- „I am but a dead Man. | 
De. The oiſon tears him with that height of Horror, 
That I could pity him. 
Pol. Peace here ſhall we meet? 
Ca. On Saturns Field, 
Mlethinks I ſee the frighted Deities, 
S Ramming more bolts in their big-bellied Clouds, 
And firing all the Heavens to drown his Noile. 
Now we ſfiduld laugh But go, diſperſe your ſelves, 
While each Soul here, that fills his noble Veſſel, 
Swells with the Murder, works with Ruin o'er ; 
And from the dreadful Deed this Glory draws, 
| 


nnn ever was. 


The SCE N E dratus, Enter Alexander and all bis 
Attendants. 


Alex. 8 there, nay probe me, ſearch my wounded. 


- Pull, draw it out. (Reins; 
Lyſ. We have ſearch'd, but find no Hurt. 
Alex. OI am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow | 
Sticks croſs my Shoulders: the ſad Venom flies 
Like Lightning thro' my Fleſh, my Blood, my Marrow, 
Ly/. This muſt be Treaſon. 
Perd. Wou'd I cou'd but gueſs. 


| Alex. Ha! what a Change of Torments I endure ? 
i A Bolt of Ice runs hiſſing thro” my Bowels: 
Tis ſure the Arm of Death; give me a Chair; 
| Cover me, for I freeze, and my Teeth chatter, 
And my Knees knock together. | 
Perd. Heaven bleſs the King! 
| Alex. Ha! who talks of Heaven ? 
am all Hell; I burn, I burn again, 
If The War grows wondrous hot; hey for the Jyger, 
Bear me, Bucephalus, * the Billows: 


One th 


Alexander the' Great. 


O tis a noble Beaſt ; I wou'd not change him 
For the beſt Horſe the Sun has in his Stahle: | 
For they are hot, their Mangers fall of Coals, 
Their Manes are Flakes of Lightning, Curls of Fire, 
And their red Tails like Meteors whiſk about. 
Ly, Help all, Eumenes, help, I cannot hold him. 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha; I ſhall die with Laughter. 
Parmenio, Clytus, doſt thou ſee yon Fellow, | 
That ragged Souldier, that poor tatter'd Greet? Fl, 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perf ans, 
With nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, thro' which 
The grizly Briſtles of his puſhing Beard 
Drive*em like Pikes Ha, ha, ha. 
Perd. How wild he talks! 


Ly/. Yet warring in his Wildneſs. (they come: 


Alex. Sound, Sound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay now 
O the brave Din, the noble Clank of Arms 
Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move: 
Darius comes, —ha! let me in, none dare 
To craſs my fury; ——Philetas is unhors'd ;—— Ay, tis 
I fee, I know him by the ſparkling Plumes, (Darius ; 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : 
But like a Tempeſt thus I pour upon him 
He bleeds, with that laſt Blow I brought him down; 
He tumbles, take him, ſnatch th' Imperial Crown. 
They fly, they fly,----follaw, follow--Victoria, Victoria, 
Vidtoria O let me ſleep. | 
Perd. Let's raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his Bed. 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt Motion gives me ſudden Death; 
My vital Spirits are quite parched up, ; 
And all my ſmoky Entrails turn*d to Aſhes. - 
Ly When you the r that ever ſhone 
Shall ſet, it muſt be Night with us for ever. 
Alex. Let me embrace you all before I die: 
Weep not, my dear Companions, the good Gods 
Shall ſend you in my ſtead a nobler Prince, 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Conduct. 
Ly Break not our Hearts with ſuch unkind Expreſſions. 
Perd. We will not part with you, nor change for Mars. 


Alex. 
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Alx. Perdiceas, take this Ring, 2 8 
And ſee me laid in the Temple of Jupiter Ammon. 

Ly. To whom does your dread Majeſty bequeath 
The Empire of the World ? 3 . 

Alex. To him that is moſt worthy. 

Perd. When will you, facred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great Memory thoſe divine Honours, . 
Which ſuch exalted Virtue does deſerve ? | 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace. 
Your Hands 0 Father, if I have diſcharg'd [R. 
The Duty of a Man to Empire born; | 
If by unwearied Toil I have deſerv'd 
The vaſt Renown of thy adopted Son, 

Accept this Soul, which thou didſt firſt inſpire, 
And with this Sigh, thus. gives thee back again. [ Dies. 
Ly. Eumenes, cover the fall'n Majeſty : 
If there be Treaſon, let us find it out; 
3 ſtands forth to lead you on, 
nd ſwears by the moſt honour d dear Remains, 
He will not taſte thoſe Joys which Beauty brings, 
Till we revenge the greateſt, beſt of Kings. 
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PROLOGUE. 


By Mr. Mount fort. 


18 Day we ſbeæ you the moſt bloody Rage 


That ever did Religious Fiends engage ; 
A Reconcilement, with a Wedding-Feaft, * 
While Murder was the Treat for ev ry Gueſt : 
Which well may prove, to Ages yet to come, 
Me Faith of France, the Charity of Rome. 
France, by the moft deteſted Perjury, 
Enflav'd its Subjects, who by Latos ruere free. 
No Sacrament can this great Hero bind, 
Oaths are weak Shackles for bis mighty Mina, 
And worſe than Heathens does be perſecute: _. 
His Prieſis want Senſe and Learning to diſpute ; 
But weak Divines by irong Dragoons confute : 
And who-eer doubts of any Prieftly Maggot, 
Th Heretick Dog muſt be convinc'd by Faggot. 
With Rome's Religion and French Government, 
What Slave ſo ab ject as to be content? 
Now, idle Malecontent, what is't you'd have? 
IWould you be an Idolater or Slave ? 
bat do you murmur for, becauſe you're free, 
And this bleſs'd Iſle enjoys its Liberty ? 
Croſs but the Narrow Seas, and you will find 
Slay'ry and Superſtition to your Mind. 
Take with you all your Friends that grumble too, 
The Land will happily be rid of Yau: 
Then all as one with our Great Prince combin'd, 
And his Allies by Sacred Union join d, 
Will ſuch falſe bloody Tyrants fill oppoſe, 
Till none ſhall dare to own the Name of Foes. 


03 


— 772 — fer Ara — — — 9292 — 
5 SERZ FA SA INS NG INS x: N 
y F 


EPI IL O GU 
By Mr. Powel. 


H OW wiſe are they, that can with Patience bear, 0 


And juſt Reflections moderately bear, 

Unmov'd by Paſſion, as unſway'd by Fear ? 

'To them we dedicate this Play to Night, 
" That having long been baniſb'd from the Light, 

Hu d and Impriſon'd cloſe, as in the Tow'r, 

Half preſi d to Death by a diſpenſing Pow'r 3 

To take a lawful Trial fer each Fat, | 
1s juſt come out by th Habeas Lone Aa. 
Rome's Friends, no doubt, fuppos'd there might be Jongp 
Jul ſuch an Entertainment of their own ; 
The Plot, the Proteſtants; the Sages the Town. 
But ne ſuch Fear our Hugonots alarm'd; 
True Engliſh Hearts are alzways better arm'd. 
" For if the Valiant in a little Tawn, 
Batter'd and ſtarving, their brave Cauſe durſi own ; 
Tf Peaſants ſcorning Death, can guard our Walls, 
And the mild Prieſthood turn to Generali, 
Britons fand firm, and in ſhort time you'll ſee, 
Your own and neight ring Realms, ſerene and free, 
Clear'd from the choaking Fogs of Popery. 
No Maſſacres, nor Revolutions fear; 
Afpairs are ſtrangely alter d fence laſt Tear, 
Infallibility himſelf” does run, ; 
The Garden's weeded, and the Moles are gone. 
Not Gold to Lawyers, to th ambitious Power, 
Nor lufty Switzer to a tuftfud Whore, 


. 


> TAS SS 


* 


To Gameſters Luck, to Beauty length of Days, 

Nor to a wrinkled whither d Widow Praiſe, 

Can give ſuch Foy, as to bebold once more 

An Engliſh Army oz the Gallick Shore. 

That this will bs, the Poets propheſy ; 

The Poets all were Prophets formerly. 

DT inſpire em tben, give ours to Night his due: 
His Tale is ſometubaę bloody, but tis true. | 
A Tragick Truth ſtomm to an honeſt end, 

And can the Good or Wiſe of neither Se offend, 
Fancy and Stile, ſar as the reſt excel, | 

In our Deliv' rance- Near, let not Tongue tell, 

Poets the only curſt on whom no Manna fell. 

Plead that they may by Cziar's Influence breathe, 
And mix a Laurel with his Oaken Wreath. 

Then ſhall his Glory flouriſh to the height, 

Then every Pen ſhall Panegyrick torite. 

This, this was he, who bleſt by ſacred Pom v, 0 


J England its Religion did reſtore, 
Ss firm, that Rome cad never burt it more. 
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ACT. T.. 


SCENE I. 


The Duke Guiſe, Cardinal of Lorain, Marguerite. 


UST from your Arms,. by this great 
Guardian rais'd, 

Call'd to the. Council of a wary. King 

On whom. depends the Fortune of 
Lorain, | 

O, Marguerite, yet to drag at this,. 


After ſuch full Poſleſſion thus to languiſh ;. 0 
this be not to love thee, ſay what is. : 
Ceaſe then the rolling Torrent of thy Tears, 

Which when I ftrive to.climb the Hill of Honour, 

Wathes my Hold away, and drives me dowa 


beneath Man's Scorn, into the Vale of Ruin. 
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290 De Maſſacre of Paris. 
Mar. Hear, hear him, O you Powers ! becauſe I love 
Above my Life, beyond all Joys on Earth, (him 
He ſays I am his Ruin: To my Face, | 
With a Court Metaphor, he vows he loaths me; 
For all Men hate their Ruin. Nay tis true, 
J find your Falſhood ; tis the Trick of great ones, 
Like Beaſts of Strength, to prey upon the Weakeſt. 
Cui. I ſwear ——— | 
Mar. O do not, dear, ambitious Guife 3 
For Perjury fo neceſſary ſeems 
To great Mens Oaths, thou muſt of courſe be damn'd : 
Yet as I am, thus plung'd in this Diſhonour, 
Like a fall'n Angel roll'd thro all my Hells, 
I cannot hate thee, Gi e; but ſighing far, 
Far from the ſhining Clime where I was born, 
I beg thoſe cruel Fates that hurPd me down 
To pity thee, and keep thee from my Ruin; 
For I'm fo curs'd, I do not wiſh my Foe, 
Much leſs the Man I love above the World. 
Gui. As I love thee; and O be Witneſſes 
My Brain and Soul, there's not an Artery 
That runs thro all the Body of thy Gif, 
But beats where'er it paſs Marguerite, 
Yet this is nothing. Haſte away, my Lord, 
Oo tell the King and Council I am fick ; 
For Ill to Bed again, or on a Couch 
Sit gazing in her beauteous Eyes all day, 
And let the Buſineſs of a grave World paſs. 
Mar. No more, my Lord; you ſhall, you. ſhall to 
J ſee *tis neceſſary : but I find (Council; 
My Soul preſages Miſchief, if not Murder, l pires, 
For if you ſhould prove falſe, Crowns, Kingdoms, Em- 
Worlds ſhould not fave poor Marguerite from the Grave. 
h Guiſe, ah venerable Lorain, view me, | 
hold me on the Earth ; I ſwear I love 
A* never Woman lov'd; I'm all a Brand; 
With, or without you, I am ne'er at reſt: 
Farewel ; this Fever of my furious Paſſion 


Burns me to Madneſs, yet I fay, farewel. 1 
1 Gu 
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Gui/. Farewel: Yetwhy farewell, when &er the Evening 


— — _ eternal Sweets, "mY 
his Boſom e Spring. (Marguerite going out. 
Mar. returning. , no 1 at: ſo fad a 


haps I ner ſhall ſee your more. _ (Parting? 
You bow d, you-kiſs'd, but did not preſs my Hand; 
You ſhould, like me, have ſtagger'd when you left me, 
And eat your Marguerite with - hungry Eyes: 
But you are cold and 2 lukewarm Lover, 
Which wil not ler you think of dying Marguer 
Which will not let you: thi dyi tt; 
Who to her laſt Guſp will —— you 
But ſee, I rave again, my Fits return; 2 
Yet pity. me, for oh ! E burn, I burn. (ExiK- 

' Lor. I think I never heard ſo fierce a Paſſion: 
She's all Convulfion, and ſhe gazes on you. 
As you would do on: him that kill'd your Father. 
What have you done, my Lord, to make her thus ? 

Guiſ. Cauſes are endleſs for a Woman's Loving: 

Perhaps ſhe has ſeen me break a Lance on horſeback ;- 
Or, as my Cuſtom is, all over arm'd, 
Plunge in the Seine or Loire; and where tis ſwifteſt 
Plow to my Point againſt the headlong Stream. 
Tis certain, were my Soul of that ſoft Make 
Which ſome believe, ſhe has Charms, my heav'nly Uncle, 
Beyond the Art and Wit of Cleopatra, | 
Such was not ſhe ftretch'd in her golden Barge, 
As Marguerite was laſt Night in Bed, 

to Who, as ſhe mourn'd at my unkind Delay, 
cl; Hung all the Chambers round with Black ;- her Bed, 


es, Her Coverings, nay, her Sarſnet Sheets were black 
om. 17. Fy, . my Lad. 
ave. Gu And, for the Weather's Heat, 


Were roll'd beneath the Beauties of her Breaſt, 
Which with a White, more pure than new fall'n Snow, 
Would ſure have tempted Hermits from their Orgies, 
To nod and ſmile a little at. the Wonder. 
Lor. Come, come, my Lord, you anger me indeed, 

Not for the Sin, that's as the Conſcience makes it ; 
pul I had rather you ſhould whore a _ Women, 

wiſe 
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Than love but one, tho in a lawful way: | 
 Sliew me thro all Memorials of great Men, 
Except the Partner of the Roman Empire 
Drooping Antonius, and the fam'd — 

One that er bow'd before this little Idol. 

Gui. Firſt know your Man, before your Application: 
T love, 'tis true, but moſt for my Ambition; 
Therefore I thought to marry Marguerite: 
But oh ! that Calſupeia i in the Chair, 
The Regent Mother, and that Dog Anjox 
Croſs Conſtellations blaſt my Plots &er 
The King too frowns upon . For laſt Night, 
Hearing a Ball was promis d by the Queen, 
I came to help the Show; when t the Door 
The King, who ſtood himſelf the Centry, ftopp'd mes 
And aſk'd me what I came for? I reply d,. 
To ſerve his Majeſty :. He ſharp and ſhort, 
Retorted thus, he hid not need my Service, 


Lor. Tis plain, you muſt reſolve, my Lord, to quit hers | 


For I am charg d to tell you, ſhe's deſign d 
To be the Wife of Herry of Navarre : 
"Tis the main Beam in all that mighty Engine, 
Which now begins to move fo dreadfully 
Againſt the Heads of the rebellious Faction. 

Gui, I have it, and methinks it looks like D'4/vas 
I fee the very Motion of his Beard, 
His opening Noſtrils, and his dropping Lids; 

I hear him croke too, to the King and Queen, 
In Biſcay's Bay, at Bayonne, 

. Fiſh for the great Fiſh ; take no care for Frogs: 
Cut off the Poppy-heads ; lay the Winds fait, 
And ſtrait the Waves (the People) will be ſtill. 

ba Then will you leave her? 

. Hurl her to the Sea, 

The „ the Earth, or elemental Fire, 
So I may fee Cha/tithn in the Net. 
Oh — Whale, Admiral! might I but view him, 
After his thouſand Fetches, Plots, and Plunges, 
Struck on thoſe ſcouring Shallows which await him, 
Furies, and Hell, and I, ſtand by to gall him; ut 

| ere 


( 
I 
1-2 
I 
\ 
E 
F 
8 
F 
C 
B 
1 
T 
K 
T 
A 
M 
O 


Ste 


The Maſſacre of Paris. 293 
Were Marguerite all one World of Pleaſure, 2 
Id ſell her, and my Soul, for ſuch Revenge. 
Loy. Speak lower. 
Guiſ. What, u 2 Father's Death 

O glorious Gzife, be upon thy Murder ! 

No, I will hollow my Revenge ſo loud, 

That his great Ghoſt ſhall-hear me up to Heav'n, 

In height of 2 Oh, to fall ſo baſely, | 

When Orleance was block d up, and Conqueſts crown d 

By damn'd Poltrot fo villainouſly ſlain, (thee, 

Poltras, by Beza, and this — Admiral, 

Set on with hopes of infinite Rewards, 

Here and hereafter, ſo to blaſt thy Glory! 

O, I could pull my burſting Eye ball forth, 

But that they may one day prove Baſiliſs 

To that deteſted Head of all theſe-Broils ; 

Then Tortures, Racks, and Death ſhall cloſe thy Wound, 

Kill him in Riots, Pride, and Luft of Pleaſures, 

That I may add Damnation to the ref, 

And foil his Soul and Body both together. 

Lor. Behold your Brother, and the Duke Delbegys 

Mercour too comes; this Outrage will undo us. | 
Guiſ. No, not at all; for 'tis in general Terms. 

O my good Lord, what if the Admiral 

Stood here before you; ſhould he *ſcape our Juſtice? 

1 ſee by each Man's laying of his Hand 

Upon his Sword, you vow the like Revenge : 

For me, I wiſh that both mine may rot off (you; 
Lor. No more; away, my Lord, the King calls for 
Guiſ. I go. That Vermin may devour my Limbs, 

That I may die, like the late puling King 

Under the Barber's Hands, Impoſth: umes | choke me, 

If while alive I ceaſe to chew his Ruin, 

To hang him in Etigy, nay, to tread, | 

Drag, ſtamp, and grind him, after he is dead. [Exeunt, 
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' SCENE Il. The Cabinet Council. 


Table with Lights on it. 4 Chamber beyond in. 


 Ducen Mother, Anjou aſteep. 


AM. Omy Anjou, the Wheels of this new Ruin 
Go wrong for want of one that knows to drive; 
He fits too light upon the whirling Throne, 

And totters with the diſmal Proſpect down: 

Young Charles, a ſmart, ſuſpicious, doubtful Boy, 
But, Charles, you muſt be rul'd in this dark Road, 
Or with the Lightning of my fatal Power, | 
Which never cracks and claps, I'll melt thee down, 
For ever laſt amongſt the Maſs of things, 

| That thou, the Darling of my doating Soul, 
The Prince of my eternal Thought, may't mount 
Like Nero, tho at Agrippina's Ruin. 

I But ſee the King with the new Count of Rherz : 
Let us withdraw, it may be worth our Hearing. 


| Emer King, with Alberto Gondi. 


King. Alberts Gondi. 

Alb. Sir. 

Ling. I think thou lov'ſt me. 

Alb. More than my Life. 

King. That's much; yet I believe thee: 
My Mother has the Judgment of the World, 
And all things move by that; but, my Aller to, 
She has a cruel Wit: and, let me tell thee, 
Thus to deſtroy the Soldiers of the Kingdom, 
Famous as ever fought for Rome or Greece, 
Under a Shadow of a thouſand Oaths ; 

"Tis barbarous, Alberto, is it not? 
And ſeems to be unworthy of a King; 
Alb. The Provocation, Sir. 
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King. J know it well. 
But if thou'dft have my Heart within thy Hand, 
I ſwear, Conſpiracies of that foul Nature - 
For ever blot the Memory of Kings. 2 
What Honours, Intereſt, with the * World to buy him. 
Shall make a brave Man ſmile and do a Murder ? 
Therefore I hate the Treachery of Brutus, 
I mean the Latter, ſo cried up in Story 3 
Whom none but Cowards white-hver'd Knaves 
Would dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 
His Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb'd his Father: 
This is a Blot the Ciceronian Stile 
Could neꝰ er wipe off, tho the miſtaken Man 
(Miſtaken in his Love, for Brutus fcorn'd him) 
Makes bold to call thoſe Traitors Men Divine. 

Alb. Tully was wiſe, but wanted Conſtancy. 

King. He did, Alberto. Hark, but one thing more, 
For much I love thee, and would fain unburden 
My Soul of half her Cares on ſuch a Man, 
So good. 

Alb. My ever dear and henour'd Maſter, 

King. No more of that. IIIl tell thee then: Laſt night, - 
As I lay toſſing in a feveriſh Dream, 

I call'd be Drink! when ſtrait my Mother brought it; | 
But as ſhe reach'd it to my trembling Lips, | 
Methought her Eyes roll'd ghaſtly upon me, 

A Palſey ſhook her Hand; yet I reſolv'd, 
Took off the Draught, when ſtrait a Fainting ſeiz'd me, 
My Eyes wept Blood, my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth. 
Poard. forth whole Streams, andall my Sweat was Blood ;. 
My Hair and Nails dr®pp'd off, as Autumn Leaves, 
When Tempeſts rife, fall from the wither'd Trees. 
But, oh, the Fancy ſeems ſo much unnatural, 
I'll think no more on't; yet I thought to tell thee, 
Becauſe ſhe is a Woman, whom no Art 
Nor Wiſdom of the World can ever fathom. 

Alb. O my gracious Lord, 
Judge not the Queen by Dreams, and vain n 5: 
Remember, Sir, how often in your No 
She manag'd with her Wit the Weight of 3 
Contend- 


= r, Dn , 
2 1 | 
* ” ) 
m,? ) 
* 4 
” - 


* 
—— — — . — e — — — — 


296 The Maſacre of Paris. 
Contending with th' Effects of blind Religion, 
The 8. of rebellious Subjects, 
The deep Diſſimulation of the Court, 
The want of Treaſure, baffling with her Prudence, 
The utmoſt Strength Ambition rais d to gain her. 

King. O Count of Rhetz, thou lead'ſt me thro the 

Garden 
Of every Grace, but dar'ſt not point her Weeds: 
Is ſhe not of a moſt deceitful Soul; 
Perfidious, even to violating Vows ? 
Is ſhe not greedy too of human Blood? 
A Wit ſo waſteful in deſtroying Lives, 
That ſhe will turn a City to a Wild? 
M. Good morrow, Sir, tis juſt the time you or- 


I i the ſecond Watch ; and we are met (der'd,. 


To wait on your Decrees. 
King. O Mother, Mother, 
| You have embark'd me in a Sea of Blood; 
And ſure ſo damnable an Enterpriſe 
Was never form'd by Man. 
9, M. If, Sir, you fear it, 
Why give it o'er, and let the Admiral reign, 
Call in the Hagonets, drive out your Friends, 
$ Baniſh your Blood, and the eſtabliſh'd Peers, 
Forget the long Succeſſion of your Fathers, 
The Throne of Kings; forget the Laws, Religion, 
Cut off the noble Spirits from your Council, 
And from the Dregs of this Heretical Faction 
Compoſe a Baſtard Cabinet Election; ; 
Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to ſway, 
They read your Acts, and with their hardned Thumbs 
Eraſe them out, or with their ſtinking Breath 
Proclaim aloud they like not this or that ; - tied 
Then in a Drove come lowing to the Louvre, 
And fay, they'll have it mended, that they will, 
Or you ſhall be no King. 
King. Tis true, the People 
Ne'er know a Mean, when once they get the Power: 
Q. M. Did you not late diſpatch by Lodewick 
Thus to the Admiral, with Vows of Honour, 1 
hat 


The Maſſacre of Paris. 297 
That young Navarre ſhodld ſtraight eſpouſe your Siſter, 
So to — up all Seeds of. leaſt Suſpicion; : 
And that thoſe Nuptials ſhould be folembix 'd 
At Paris, to be bound with deepeſt Oaths? 5 
King. Vet, Madam, I muſt fear; for, ſhould it fail, 
We ſhould be leſs than our worſt Foes could wiſh us, 
The Poultron Court, the Scorn, the Laughing-ſtock 
Of all the Chriſtian and the Barbarous World. 
9. M. No, Sir, you cannot fear the ſure Deſign, 
* you're in fear of thoſe that are about you; 
You fear ev'n me: But I have livd too long, 
Since my own Bowels, nay, my very Heart-ſtrings, 
(For ſo I always lov'd and priz'd my Children) 
Dare not confide in her that gave 'em Being. 
King. Stay, Madam, ſtay, come back, forgive my Fears, 
Forgive my ſifting Soul her narrow Searches, 
Where all our Thoughts ſhould creep like deepeſt Streams : 
For know, [I hate the haughty Admiral, 
And all his curſt Accomplices, to Death. 
2. M. What brings the Cardinal of Lorain from Rome? 
King. That the new Pope is fully ſatisfy'd; 
I ſent the Legate too that Diamond Ring, 
With this cloſe Motto writ within the Gold : | 
By this my ſolid Zeal I own, | | 
And Blood can never melt it down. 


| Anj. A murd'ring Sentence for the Hygonots. i 
King. And which ſo clear'd the Matter, that the Pope | 
Order'd a Difpenſation for the Marriage. | 
9. M. Behold the Duke of Gui/e — Cardinal: | 
'Twere fit you ſend his Eminence to Rochel, 
T'acquaint the Admiral of a War with Spain, 
And that the Plot we form'd for the Low Countries 
Againſt the Catholick King, ſhould ſtraight be acted. 

King. Oh Mother, oh, har s this that rends my Heart, | 
That rides my Nights, and clouds my Days with E | 
Is it not Conſcience ? which ſometimes ap | 
Like a She-Wolf in Fane of Alberts Shape, 

And drags me on the Floor: Now in the Form 
Of that old Lion Admiral, it comes, 
And grins, and roars, juſt gaping to deyour me. 
2. NM. 
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2, M. Why, let him; when his Throat is cut we'll 
- truſt him | 
Clear up your furrow'd Brow. Believe me, Sir, 
You'll ice him ſhortly where you need not fear him; 
For, ſhould he ſtay behind the Queen and Princeſs, 
Doubting the Marriage, fill'd with boding Fears, 
The War with Spain will ſo bewitch his Glory, 
And lull his proud Ambition, that ſhould Fate, 
Which awes him now, leap up more terrible, | 
| He'll follow with a ſpeed ſhall make him foremoſt, Ad 
And ſcom a Grave. ; 
King. O tis a dreadful Image; | 
Yet when his Brains are daſh'd, I ſhall be ftill. 
The Morning riſes, yet I cannot reſt; 
Like thoſe eternal Lamps that wink above: 
Methinks, O Mother, I could watch for ever. 
Once more let me conjure yon, all be haſh'd, 
Be ſecret 01 this horrid Conſultation, | 
As Urns and Monuments, that never blab. 
Gui Therefore let's lie like Furies on the Watch, 
As if it were an Ambuſh for the World. 
Ling. With Claws lock'd in, like Lions, couch to tear 
Our Mother, thou ſo fierce upon the Slaughter, 
Direct thy Brood; we will-not ſtir nor breathe : 
But when thou giv'ſt the Word, then ſtart away, 
Ruſh from the Shade, and make em all our Prey. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Admiral, Cavagnes, and Langoiran. 


That eats Co/ignie's firmeft Hopes a- ; 


Way; 

Like Paradiſe, ſhe paves my ede Walk: 
But oh ! Cavagnes and Langoiran, look, 
Do you not find her lurking in the Flowers ? 
With ſoft indented Glides behold ſhe comes; 
I ſee the forked Tongue betwixt her Teeth, 
Hifling us from the Stage of Life and Honour. 
O, ſhe's a Serpent equal to the firſt, 
And has the Will to damn another World : 
Therefore I'm poſitive, till I'm convine'd 
The King foregoes her Counſel, Fll not ſtir ; 
III not to Court. 

Cav. Thus far I can make good, | 
She is believ'd thro” all the Courts of Europe, 
A moſt tranſcendent Wit, and abſolute Woman. 

Adm. That is an abſolute Murd'rer and Diſſembler; 
Who's that proceeds on ſuch black Principles, 
That thinks there is no God above Ambition, 
But may accompliſh all that he intends ? 
Where's then the Art, the Reach, the Policy 
Of this tranſcendant and moſt abſolute Woman 
Is it not eaſy to aſſaſſinate, | 
To lye, and ſwear you love the Man you hate; 
Train him into the Dark, and murder him? 
I urge again, unleſs the King reſolve 
To rule alone, I will not come to Court. 
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; 414 Cavagnes is a Maſter in Court Secrets; 
For me, I ruin'd the Baſineſs of the War. 
Aan. Perſuade me while the Queen is at his Ear, 
That if he were made up of Worlds of Mercy, 
He ever would forgive me. Pray look back 
Into the former times, and ſee who ſow'd 
Thoſe glowing Grains which ſhot up to a War, 
Who blew the Coals of Calvin's kindled Doctrine, 
And earth'd the little Se& at Hygo's Gate: 
Was it not I that form'd 'em to a Body? _ 
Lang. Stick to your felf, Sir; follow your own Methods. 
Adm. Who therefore, while the Pangs of Rage were on 
Proclaim'd me in all Languages a Traitor, (her, 
Dragg'd my Effigies thro' the Streets of Paris, 
Hung up my Statue on the common Gallows, 
Set, by Court-Officers, my Goods to Sale, 
My Houſes raz'd, or burnt em to the Ground. 
Cav. I muſt confeſs that Start of open Vengeance, 
Not common to the Nature of the Queen. 
Adm. And why all this, not for a private Grudge ? 
I judg'd *twas time to view the ghaſtly Flaws | 
Of that Religion that would rend the World ; 
That ſticks not at the Slaughter of whole States, 
Blowing up Senates, nor at murd'ring Kings : 
Driv'a with this Thought, I puſh'd the War yet farther ; ; 
And, tho' we loſt the Fight at Moncontour, 
Vet ſpeak, Cavagnes, did I fail in ought? 
Cav. I was not there. | 
Adm. Then give me leave to ſay, 
I fought my ſelf the Proteſtant Cauſe alone, 
When, at the Head of our remaining Horſe, 
I met the elder Rhinegrave Hand to Hand, 
Shot him 1'th* Face, and * him on the Ground 3 
Then ſeeing all our Army quite defeated, 
My jaw- Bone a my. Voice quite ſpent, 
J fled, with hopes to riſe more terrible; 
As it ſucceeded, to thAftoniſhment 
Of all the Chriſtian World: 


Enter 


-EEPI--- 


| Entr Colombier, with a Popir in bis Hand. 


Col. My Lord, the Cardinal of Lara ius arriv'd, 
'To ſwear and fign the Articles of Peace ; wat 

The Queen at preſent holds him in Diſcourſe : 

Mean time commends this Paper to your view, 

Sent to her Majeſty from the King of France. 

Adm. reads. Madam, as you demanded, you have porter 
or all the County ſuddenly .of Armagnac. Tell the great 
Admiral I ſeek his Friendſhip. A of Lorain the reft, who 
knows my Heart. «+ 


Perhaps, my Friends, it may be thus indeed, | 
That, quite tir'd out with infinite Diſtractions  \ 
He _ laſt reſolve to rule alone, ot 
Come from his Pageſhip, and put off the Mother 3 

Not loſe his Youth, the Pleaſure of his Bloom, 

Among grey Senators, and with'ring Councils : 

If it were ſo But hold, there's ſomething here 
Forbids that Thought ; it riſes like a Vapour, 

A firange Miſgiving, ſuch as Women ſwoon at, 

And Men themſelves may fear. But ſee, the Queen. 


Enter the Quten of Navarre, Prince of Navarre, and 
Prince of Conde. 


Q. Nav. I come, Sir, to foreſtal the Cardinal, 
Who from the King offers theſe Terms of Peace: 
He adds to what Count Lodomici brought before, 
His Mother's Policy ſhall ſway no longer; 
That he'll ſubmit his Genius to your Cond , 
Confirms'your being Captain General 
In that merge Enterprize on Spain, 
Allows you fifty for your Perſon's Guard; 
Therefore, for ſealing this eternal Bond, 
And for the former weighty Conſultations, 
He begs you inſtantly to come to Court. 

Adm. What has your Majeſty reſoly'd to do ? 
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Q. Nay, 
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Q. Nav. To go 


with both the Princes ſtrait to Faris, 
An fee the Nuptial of thy 


— 9 Novarre.. 
I know not what your Lordſhip d 
Zut I have ſent already to the ay 
My Anfwer by Byron, and will attend him. 
Adm. The, too late to think of going back; 
You have launch'd me now indeed, and I muſt plunge 
In this Abyſs, tho! it be deep as Hell | 
No, Madam, ſpite of all the Augurs here, 
Since you are thus reſolv'd, I'll go the foremoſt. 
*T'was for your ſake, and in the Prince's Cauſe, 
For Liberty of Conſcience and Religion, 
'That I thus long did 8 the War; 
And ſhall I now not follow where you lead me? 
Lan. Why ſhould you, if it goes 3gainſt your Mind ? 
Adm, Peace, Peace, A ſince the Main's pro- 
I mean, the Reſolution of the Queen, 5 - nk 
My Fate cries out, ve muſt, we muſt away: 
T erefore, my Friend, go gather my Depe 
Bid 'em prepare for Paris. Tell my Wite, 
My deareſt Martia, we muſt bid ewe: 
Tal her I'm fore'd to ſwim againſt the Streams 
Bay, that her Catos bound for Utica, 
From whence. perhaps. he never ſhall return. 


Enter Cardinahof Lorain. 


Lor. Conqueſt, Proſperity, and ſmooth Succeſs 
Be ever ſtrow'd before our General's Feet. 
Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you, with Commiſſion 
To turn the Torrent, of your Arms on Spain. 
Adm. My Lord, I glory i in 8 great Employ. 
I hear beſide, the. King will.rule alone ; 
For, Sir, whate*er. the Wit of Women be, 
From War and Councils let em be remov'd, 
Lay again, with my old Bluntneſs, Sir, 
— —. a — inger 1 the State, 
laſting to the Prince's Memory, 
Let him be but ſincere, and leave ee, 


* 


Old 


S7 


N 


. Cav. My Lord 


Old as I am, I will put on my Arms, 1 
And with this Hand, not wither'd yet in War, 
Bear to th' ſarrial his ial Standard. 
Lor. My Lord, for the ity of the King, 
That he intends his Dear and great Chafti/lon, 
(The very words that did expreſs his Love) + 
All Honours, Titles, Greatneſs, all Advancement, 
Nay, to the curbing of his Mother's Will, 
For the performance of each Article, 
Without a pious Catch, or Trick of State; 
Without the, ſmalleſt mental Reſervation, - 
Equivocation, or the leaſt Reſerve ; 
In the King's Name, as I am Prieſt profeſs'd, 
As I am ſent from Heav'n to teach Salvation, 
I pawn the Truth of my immortal Soul. 
Adm. He then, to whom our Hearts are free and open, 
Be Judge betwixt his Majeſty and me. | 
or. O Sir, O Madam, oh, you make me weep, 
Viewing by this the frailty of the World; 
For if the Mind of Man be fo ſuſpicious 
On ſuch clear Demonſtration of Affection, 
How can you &er believe the Love Divine? 
Q Nav. My Lord, you may return with our Obedience, 
And tell the King, the Admiral, thePainces, | 
My ſelf, and all his humble faithful Subjects, 
Will haſte to throw our Bodies at His Foet. 
Adm. My Lord, farewel; 1 muft not doubt your Oaths, 
But with implicit Faith believe the King, | 
At whoſe Tribunal I muſt ſhortly kneel, 
For Pardon and Forgiveneſs, 


Admiral returns with Cavagnes. 
Aan. Hark, my Cavegans, write ed Count Lodewie, 


The Sieurs de Genlis, and La-Nove, to haſte, 
And ſuddenly to make ſurprize of Mons. 


Exit. 


Adm. Nay, write I ſay; I'll have it done, 
On my Parifgn Entrance, I'm reſolv'd 
To ſee into the Heart of this young Charles, 
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And force him thus upon a War with Spain; 
For tho this Cardinal ſwear, and damn bis Soul 
As deep as Heav'n is high, yet if his Bowels 

Be like the reſt of that Blood-colourd Robe, 
And laughs at Ghoſts, where's then the Admiral? 
Caught by this perjur d jugling Man of God! 
What for the Cabinet erers to play with, 
To toſs Chaſtillon's Fate from one to t'other, 

And grin my Life and Honour from the World ! 
But now for Paris : Call Colombier, 

The Count 1 Rochfocault, Marquis de Renel, 
Piles, Pluviah, Pardillan, and Lavardine, 

Banding, and all my Gallants of the War: 
For Paris bid em haſte. 


Enter Antramont, with Langoiran. 


Ant. Stay, ſtay, my Lord; 
I charge you ſtay, for Martia does arreſt you, 
And ſays, not go to Utica: 
Martia reſolves to hinder this Self- Murder. 

_ Self- Murder, Martia! ? 

Ant. Yes; you turn the Sword 

Upon your ſelf, which Charles and that falſe Queen 
Brandiſh againſt you, going thus to Court 
Againſt your Will; for ſo you ſent me word. 
Is not this running it in your own Bowels ; 
Is it not, Cato? but you ſhall not leave me: 
You're now betroth'd ; and in this ſad Condition, 
Thus fraught with your clear Image, like a Bark 
Too richly laden, with an over Ballaſt, 
Leave me not Gaſpar, to a Flood of Tears, 
A Sea of Paſſion, and a Storm of Sorrow. 

Adm. Beg me not, Martia; tis impoſſible 
To ſtay me now, my Honour is engag'd, 
My Word is paſt. 

Ant. Yet ſtay, Sir, ſtay ſo long, 
So long at leaſt, as may preſerve your Likeneſs ; 
For if I yield you now to thoſe t-Murd'rers, 
My boding Fears will blaſt it e er tis born; 


For Vol 


For 


For ſure as Ceſar's Butch'ry was perform'd 
At Rome, your Murder is contriv' d at Paris : 
Calpburnid's bloody Dream, and Scent of Slaught 
Are nothing, Sir, to my Prophetick Spirit: 
Which not by Viſions, Fantoms of the Night, 
But by day Arguments, and certain Reaſon, 
Will give ſuch Evidence for your Undoing, 
As you, your ſelf being Judge, ſhall ſay are true. 
Adm. O, Antramont, away; why doſt thou thus 
Unman me with thy Tears ? Tho' certain Deach, 
With all the dagger d Council, ſtood to wait me, 
Ev'n in my. View, I ſwear I would among m. 
Ant. Then you are caught indeed; they hate you, Sir- 
Your Wife, with this poor Innocent unborn, 1 
With all your other Orphans, are undone: 
The Glory of the Earth is laid along. * 
I ſee the Vine that ſpreads his Arms to Heav'n, 
With all his Cluſters rotting on the Ground, 
Blaſted with Lightning from a clouded Council, 
By her that is the Juno of your Fate, 5, 
hat murd'ring Sorcereſs, that dry Hag of Florence, 
That Midnight Hecate of ten thouſand Forms, 
That varies with all Shapes, that tries all Spirits, 
Selling her Soul to each, and all together, 
To make your Fate inevitably ſure. 9 > 
Aam. Give me your Hand, and take this farewel Kiſs: 
If thou would'ſi have me think thou lov'ſt old Gaſpar, 
Reply no more, but leave me and be dumb. © 
nt. I'm all Obedience; let me ſpeak but once, 
And whiſper't in your Ear: By all my hopes, 
Of Earth and Heav'n,' you ſhall' not die alone; 
IIl gather all the 2 your Bod, 
The little Arms, the Sprouts of him that was: 
Ves, with that precious Fardel, bound together 
By Cords of Hair, cemented with my Tears, 
And wreath'd about till Death with my Embraces, 
ll follow you to Court: I will, my Lord; 
And ſince you'll have it fo, we'll burn together. [ Exit. 
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| Enter Commanders. T 


| | Adm. O, my brave Friends ! my dear 1 Rochfocaut, 

Pour Hand; and yours, my rough Colombiere; 

| My Gallant Piles; and thine, my plain Langoirar : 

| But ſay how ſtand you to this ition, 

This new Exploit, this rous Adventure? 

Lang. My Lord, III for em, there's not one 
But has reſolv'd to follow ; tho' they had rather 

| Run the moſt violent Shock ob glorious War, 

| Than ſtand one complemental Death at Court. 
| Adm. Then our Opinions jump. But to the purpoſe; 

Since tis reſoly'd that we mult go to Paris, 

Becauſe you're Strangers to the King and Queen, 

I would inſtruct you in the Royal Tempers, 

Draw the Queen Mother's Face in Miniature, 

For there the Watch and Ward of all our Caution 

Muſt lie, if poſſible to wave the Ruin. {member. 
Lang. Fore-warnid, ' fore-arm'd ; fear not, we ſhall re- 
Adm, Imagine then the King, like Adam laid 

Among the Sweets of Paradiſe to reſt, 

While to his liſtning Soul this ſecond Eve, 

Full of the Devil, and defign'd to damn us, 

Thus breathes her Counſels fatal to the World: 

Whatever Paths you trod before your Reign, 


*Tis Blood and Terror muſt your Throne maintain: Y, 
Scorn then thy Slaves 3 nor to thy Vaſlals bow ; 1 
Fix the Gold Circle to thy bended Brow, Fo 
By Murders, Maſſacres; no matter how. W. 
For Conſcience, and Heav'n's Fear, Religion's Rules, Wt, 


They're all State-Bells, to toll in pious Fools, [Excur. W For 
. Die 


e eee e 
w eee ra. 307. 
/ 1 * „ 4 [ X | * Fo J 


| ACT m. sc ENE I. 
Enter Qyeen Mother, and Marguerite. 


le 


s Guiſe then falſe? or do you try 
me, Madam, | 
And ſearch my Heart, to know how 
much I love him? 
1 ſo, I will reſolve you quick- 


5 hy: 
to you by Heav'n, by all things Sacred, 
By all that's great and lovely upon Earth, 
By him, by Cuiſe, by all the bleſſed Moments 
Of that dear Life, which ſingle I 
To Millions of my own, I love lum more - 
Than you love Glory, Vengeance, and Ambitioh. . 
2. M. Then thou art loſt, a Wretch, an out- caſt Fool, 
Not worthy of my Care, nor worth my ſeeking; 
For, by my beſt Deſires, I know he ſcorns thee, 
And to my certain Knowledge, is betroth'd 
To Catharine Cleve, the Prince of Porcien's Widow. 
Mar. Tis falſe ; he's not, he ſhall not, nar he cannot: 
You hate me, Madam, and you forge this Matter, 
To make me die, to kill your Marguerite ; 
For, if you did reſpe& me as your Blood, | 
Why ſhould you tear my Heart in thouſand pieces? 
Why ſhould you make me rave with Jealouſy 2 - 
Xeunt. For, oh, 1 love beyond all former Paſſion : 
Die for him ! that's toodittle ; I could burn 
Piece-meal away, or bleed to Death by drops, 
Be flay'd alive, then broke upon the Wheel, 
Yet with a Smile endure it all for Gui/e : 
And when let looſe from Torments, all one Wound, 
Run with my mangled Arms, and cruſh him dead. 
Q. M. Farewel; thou'rt mad indeed: I'll find the 
er And ſend him to convince you of = Truth, (King, 
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Mur. The Truth! O Heav'n, nay, ſtay, and I'll believe 
p14 be let pe pal jo Memes? o. 
; Guiſe then, like his kindred. ee 
True Mas, "a 3 2 1g Villain? 
S. M. thee, as ite and 
; TW much 1 fear the nh pal — 2 r, 
Their Marriage will be ſolemniz'd to-morrow ; 
'The Cardinal of Lorain muſt join their Hands. 

Mar. What, he that keeps the Tye, the ſacred Con- 
Ill warrant too he'll be a Witneſs for him. tract 
Why then, for ever throw off Modeſty, | 
If thus Religion cheats us: let us haſte, . | 
With Me/alina, to the common Ste ws, 

Where Bawds are honeſter than Roman Church - men. 

. M. Think no more on't, but with a gen'rous Fury 

Reſolve to caſt him from your Soul for ever. 
Prepare your ſelf for what the King commands, 
Without delay, to wed the young Navarre. * 

Mar. To wed my Tomb, to dwell in Duſt below, 

Where we ſhall ſee no more deceitful Men, 

Hear no more Flatt'ry, nor no damning Vows ; 

Where 1 ſhall never ſtart from my cold Bed, 

- Nor walk with folded Arms about the Room, 

With Eyes, like Rivers, ever running down; 

While with my over-watching, I miſtake 

The ruſtling Wind, and every little Noiſe 

For Gu iſes ooming; which not find ing true, 

I weep again, till all my Face is drown'd; 

And groan, as if there were no end of Sorrow, 

2. M. Then 1 muſt find ſome other Inſtruments, 
That have the Power to rule you: So farewel. [Exil. 
Mar. Stay, Madam, ſtay. She's gone, and leaves me 
To do a miſchief on my Life. Falſe Gui/e/ (here 
Perfidious Gzife but I will find thee out, . 
And reek the Miſeries of my Soul upon thee ; 

Nay, I'll alarm the Prieſt that makes thee wicked; 
Prieſts, that like Devils laugh at human Pains, | 
And Souls ne'er reckon, ſo they count their Gains, [Ext. 
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SCENE II. A Palace. 
Enter Duke of Guiſe, and Cardinal of Lorain. 


Gui. But are you ſure he'll come? 7 

Lor. Moſt certain, Sir. | 

Gui. Why then, I will not eat till I behold him. 
O, I could pine my ſelf into a Ghoſt, | 
So I at laſt might thruſt my hungry Sword 
In the curs'd Carcaſe of this Admiral, 
And glut my greedy Vengeance-with his Heart. 

Lor. The Queen too of Navarre, th' Heretick Princes, 
Gentlemen and- Commanders, Knights, Barons, Counts, 
With all the Combination of the Rebels, 


Come to the Wedding of young Bearneis. 


Gui. Why, what an Oglio will the Devil have? 

A Feaſt for Hell, to cram it to the Mouth, 

A Mailacre of Souls: Methinks I ſee | 

The glutton Death gorg'd with deyouring Lives, 
And ſtretching o'er the City his ſwoln bulk, 

As he would vomit up the Dead, ff | 

Lor. My Lord, INTE. | | 
How brooks your Heart the Marriage of Navarre? 

Gui. Why, faith, Sir, as we mult——Neceflity—— - 
The King reſolves it; urging to my Face, | 
The Man that dar'd to contradict his Pleaſure, 
Should make that oppoſition with his Ruin: 

On this I turn'd my Court to Porcien's Widow. 
But O, Lorain, Love mourn'd at the miſtake, 

As conſcious of the cruel Change he made. 

Take then the Proſpect of a Summer's Morn, . 
The gaudy Heav'n all ftreak'd with dappled Fires, 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a riſing Bride, 

With Sweets ſo pow'd from ſuch a Javiſh Spring, 
That it mult beggar all the Years to come: 

From this bright view, from Margaerite's Form, 
Now turn thy Eye upon the yellow Autumn, 

On Porcien's Wife, the Widow of the Scaſons. * 


# * 


310 The Maſſai#e of Paris. 
Lor. You ſpeak, methinks, as if you lov'd the Princeſs. 
Sui. Howe'er I brag'd before, I dp confeſs it; 
Spite of my Glory, ſpite of my Ambition, 
And all the vow'd Reſolves of my. Revenge, 
Had ſhe not poorly yielded to the Marriage, 
I wou'd have turn'd my Widow to the Common: 
But [am _— *tis now the talk 
Of the whole Court, how ſhe in ſecret likes it; 
Hears too, no doubt, of my defign on Cleve, 
Yet (Curſes on that changeable $f her Soul) 
Regards it not. But ſee, ſhe comes: a Tempeſt 
| 4 


Enter Marguerite. 


Ruffles her Face] the Mother taught this Cunning ; 
And ſhe has catch'd the Plague of that Diſſembler 
So right, methinks I ſee the Tokens on her. 
| Mar. Look in my Face, | 
R's TR eb 
Mar. Nay, in my Eyes. 
Gui. I view 'em as I would the ſetting Sun, 
Were I to die at Midnight. 7M 
Mar. Come, you dare not. 
Gui. What, dare not die? 
Mar. Thou dar'ſt not one, nor Yother: 
At leaſt thou ſhould" not, for thou art ſo wicked, 
So gone in Sin, Damnation muſt attend thee. 
Gui. Why, then the Devil is ſure of one great Man. 2 
Mar. Of one! of all; at Court he's no Retailer, W 
But deals in Groſs, and takes you by the Lump; A 
In Country Fields he's forc'd to fit all Day, 244 & T! 
With Patience, angling down the guiltleſs Stream, Im 
Yet rarely catches one for all his Labour: | 


Oo 
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But when he comes to Court, the Sea of Pleaſures, 
He throws his Drag-Net in from fide to ſide, 
Where none of all the Fry eſcape perdition : 
'There may you ſee Whales plunging in the Marſh, ( 
Diſgorging Streams, like Drunkards on the Ground; a 
The Sword-fiſh, like the Soldier, faſt in bold ; = 


Fat- ( 


The flound ring Prieft, like Sharks, that gape for prey: 


| 


The Moſſacre of Paris; 
Fat Porpoile Bauds, the Mermaids too of Honour; 
The Minim Pages, all the twinkling Hoſt 

So fill d, the Snare of Hell muſt crack to hold you. 
= No; there's another Cauſe for this fine Satire, 
Too well digeſted for a ſudden Thought, 
An Argument at home, there in your Heart, 
Tho” you have learntdiſcretion thus to turn it. 
Mar. O Heav'ns ! What means he? 
Gui. Dye ſeem amaz'd?  * 
I I ay again, you upbraid me, 
You bear the Guilt, who bring the Aceuſation; 
Yes, Marguerite, thow haſt plaid me foul. 
Nay,, do not ſtart, nor gaze, nor make falſe Steps: 
Come, Princeſs, theſe are Tricks too ſtale for Guiſe, 
Shew 'em your little Creatures, bid your Mother | 
Fetch ſomething quainter from the Schools of Florence, 
Where ſhe has learnt the Art of Honelt-dealing. 
Mar. O, all ye Pow'rs of Heav'n, of Earth and Hell, 
Where would he,. whither, and when will he end? 
Gui. Madam, I've done already; but leſt you ſhould 
Forget Coherence thro' your World of Paſſion, 
I tell you, you are falſe : your Vows, your Tears, 
Your Languiſhings, your very height of Pleaſures, 
Your graſping Joys are falſe: for even then 
When you cry out, There can be nothing farther, 
By all your Perjuries, you wiſh em more. 
Mar. Furies and Devils! ſhall he bear it thus! 
What with his Lip! his Eye ! his ev'ry Scorn, 
Walk thus before me, and defy me thus ! 
Ah Guiſe / diſloyal, Nat perjur d Wretch ! 
Thou art more damn d than — Hellz 
Impoſtor ! 
Gui. Woman, 
Mar. Traitor. 
Gui. Woman. 
Mar. Villain. 
Gui. Woman ſtill. 
Mar. Hark Gui/e, hear Monfter, hear and mark mes 
While to thy conſcious Soul I ſound the Name 
Of Porcien. | 
it Gui. Of Navarre.. 24 Mar. 
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Mar. Porcien, I (wear, 11 © 71 
Gui. Navarre, Navarre. © 
Mar. Thou hy, thou ly:  Porien the Widow—— 
Perrin. 
O, I could cut my Face what, for a Widow! 
Leave me, for Portien! O chou dull, dull Gui/e, 
Wilt thou fit-down to the refuſe of Meals ! 
A Widow ; what, the Monument of Man ! 
'The Tomb, Grave- Vault, the very damp of Nature ! 
For this, I hate thee more than e'er I lov'd thee; 
And from my Preſence baniſh thee for ever. 

G. No; I will baniſh this deteſted Giſe, 
My ſelf; you ſhall not buy him to your Preſence ; 
For know, I hate more perfectly than you. 
Yours is a guſt, a puff of Woman's Fury; 
- But mine a manly, conſtant ſettled Hate, 


k 


| | Which ever fince you made your better choice 


Of young Navarre, toek root within my Heart. 
Mar. "Tis falſe, tis falſe, a Treaſon 7fetch'd from Hell: 
But where ? ſpeak out; where was this Lye invented? 
Gui. Thus then in ſhort, and ſo farewel for ever: 
The King and Queen with all particulars, 
Avow'd it to me; and in general - 
The Court. You may perceive the Choice 
I made of Cleve, was more to be reveng d, 
Than want of Conſtancy: but yours was Wweigh'd 3 
Navarre has Youth, and may be King of France, 
Ticking Variety for Love and Glory, 
For the falſe Appetite of luxurious Woman, (her. 
Woman, damn'd Woman; but I waſte breath to name 
My Lord Lorain, I charge you by your Friendſhip, 
Give me the Contract. 
Mar. Hold, my Lord For what ? 
Gui. That I may tear it to as many pieces - 
As ſhe has done her Vows. What Faith in Women 
The very fragments of the whole Creation, 
Whoſe {ver Souls, like many parted Mirrors, 
Reflect the Face of all Mankind at once; 
Who with their weeping Smiles, and laughing Tears, 
. e e eee are not, 8 
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Would tempt the Angels to a ſecond Fall. 
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But I grow wild; give me the Contract, Sir: , 
Nay, Madam, off; . muſt unhand me. 

Mar. I will not. 22 cart! Ah Guiſe, Gyiſe, Guife f 
You have got the ueſt, and you ſhall maintain it, | 
Tho at the expence of Marguerite's Death. | 
' Vis true, my Mother mention'd ſuch a Marriage: My 
But if I did not loath it, ſcorn, deteſt it, 

O, if this be not true as thou art falſe, ' 

(Forgive me, for I meant to ſay unkind)' © - 
Baniſh poor Margzerite from thoſe Eyes 
That feed her Life, let me no more approach you; 
But take, O take this Ponyard from my Hand, 

And ſtick it in my Heart, that Heart that loves you, 
That when 'tis injur'd dares not ſtand before you, 
But owns you-for the Tyrant of my Days. 

Gui. No, Marguerite, no; | 

You've found the way to temper me indeed. 
Nay, turn it upon me, who am a Traytor, 
Becauſe I dard to counterfeit a Falſhood 
Againſt ſuch perfect Love, to ſeem Caffect 

The hated Porcien, - 

Mar. Did you then difſembte : F121 
Did you not love her in your Heart indeed? 1 

Gui. I fwear by Heav'n. é 

Mar. O let me then embrace you: 

Yet cloſer. O that I could get within wet 

Gui. 7 Life! 

Mar. My Soul! 

Gui. My Heart ] 

Car. My Lord, the Duke of Anjow moves this: way. 

Gui. Farewel. And till I hear that thou art marry'd, 
The Heart of Gui/e is riveted to thine; 

Which all the Hammers in thy Mother's Brain 
Shall never looſe. 1 Body | 

Mar. They may compel my 3 „ 

But till I * — 2 thy ſelf, Thou'rt falſe, 


Death hall not force my Soul to wed Navarre. 
[Exit Marguerite. 
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Enter Anjou and Lignetoles. 


© Gui. TIl Rand the ſhock of thi im es Date, 
This Anjou, that has got a Name in War, 
I know not how, becauſe his Horſe was ſhot 
At Moncontour: You ſee, by what enſu'd, 
Nature deſign'd him for a Reveller. 
As. O Ligneroles, thou Partner of my Soul, 
Be ſecret ; for if once the King ſhould know 
What I have told thee thro” — of Love, 
The World could not redeem thee from the Grave. 
Ha ! Gxzi/e ! But ſoft, my Soul. My Lord Lorain, 
"Tis ſaid, the Admiral, and Hugonot Princes 
Are ſcarce a League from Paris. 
Car. Yes, my Lord, 
J hear ſo too: the Dake of Guiſe was going. 
A2j. I hope he will not move for Fear of me. 
Gui. You're right, my Lord; nor will not ſtay for Love. 
Anj. What not a Woman's Love! Love of a Princeſs ? 
Gui. No, nor a Boy's ; your Siſter may do much. 
Anj. Haſte Ligneroles, go bear the King this Packet. 


My Lord of Gyiſe, tis not Impaſſible [Exit Ligneroles. 


But Anjou one Day may be King of France ; 
Mark me, if then I find Valois diſhonour'd, 
J will not leave a Gui/e to gape at Power. [Ex3t. 
Gui. *Tis ſo: By all the Myſteries of Empire, 
By the eternal Fates, his Mother's Poiſon 
Boils in the Brains of the young — King, 
And ſpeeds him to make way for curs'd Ao 
Charles has Religion which ſhe wonders — 
And ſcarce believes him her's; laughs at his Pity, 
Calls his Remorie the Cholick of the Mind; 
His ftarts and fears, the gripes and checks of Conſcience. 


Enter King, Queen Mother, Ligneroles. 


But ſee, the King! mark, mark, my Dear Torain ! 
Mark how ſhe tempers him betwixt her Hands: 
* has it in his Veins, the lingring draught 


— That 


hat 


The Moſacrr Park. 315 
That moulders him away. Let's tell him of it: 
By -S Ambition, and my vow'd Revenge, 
Car. Away; you ſhall not: Are you mad? . 
Where is — Walk a little off, 
And lay theſe Fumes. + 
Gui. Lead then the blind away ; 
Yet, if I meet him in the dark, I'll cruſh him. 
11 [Ex. Lor. and Gui! 
King. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence? Read there. : 
My Brother has Intelligence from Rochel, - 
The Admiral has'order'd his Adherents 
To ſeize on Mons, as he arrives at Paris, 
So to aſſure the Kindling of a War. 
O Mother, now I feel > bo Flames inſpire me 3» 
Yes by the injur'd Majeſty of Kings, 
PF fetch this foaring Rebel from tis Height : 
Traitor, imperious, ſaucy, arrogant Slave] | 
Lig. Why ſhould your thus ſhock your Peaco 
With needleſs Fury, fince the time draws on- 
When he and all thoſe Rebel Hagens, 
Shall never grieve you more? 
King. Vour meaning, Sir. 
Lig. When, as your Royal Juſtice hs eder 
They ſhall be maſſacred. 
King. A vain Surmiſel 
Go, Sir, and bid the Count of Ros, attend me. 
[Exit Lig; 


9. M. Well, Sir, what think you now? 

King. Death, and Deſtruction, - 
We're all andine; the ſecret of- ns World, 
Th' eternal Care of my contriving Soul, 
Which has ſo many Moons, with conſtant watching, 
Reduc'd me to this flate, is blab'd by you, 
Divulg'd, and made the Prattle of a Boy. 

DIM No, no, my Lord; I am not to be taught. | 
By you to keep a Secret: Look at home, 
Collect. if in your late tempeſtuous Paſſion 
You did not give Suſpicion of the Truth. 
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How that the Admiral, and the Hugonots 
Should ſtrait be maſſacred. O, I could rave! 
Our Hearts are Rebels to our Boſom-Councils. 


Enter Alberto Condi. 


But ſee, perhaps this Villain gave it Air. 

Ah, Traitor! ah perfidious falſe Alberto! 

Have I not rais'd thee from the dregs of Baſeneſs, 

And lodg'd thee in the Boſom of thy Maſter ? 
Nay, riſe, and ſpeak ; where didſt 3 

T” unravel the cloſe Web of my ſworn Councils, 

And truſt em to the igiddy Lignereles ? 

Confeſs ; nay, hide not what thou haſt reveal'd, 


King. Suſpicion | no, tis more : we are betray'd : | 
He told me to my Face he knew: the matter, 


, 4 


get the daring 


Or Racks, Blood, Blood and Fire, and laſting Torments 


Shall force thee ſpea. 

Alb. Then let the Rack be brought : 
Methinks I long to give a noble Proof 
How much I can endure in ſuch a Cauſe. 


King. I know not what to 1 whom to accuſe, 


Or where to turn my ſelf. hither Guz/e, 
And Cardinal of Lerain. But ſee my Brother. 


Enter Anjou. 


It muſt be fo: tis he, *tis he, falſe Man! 
T had forgot ! this Boy's his only Minion, 
'The very Turnkey of his Cabinet-thoughts. 
But ſpeak, Anjou, how didſt thou dare to truſt 
So ſtrong a Secret, ſuch important Counſels, - 
That from the Book of Fate muſt wipe for ever 
A hundred thouſand Lives, or quaſh the Throne? 
O, I'm not able to contain the Tranſport! 
Why didſt thou truſt a Buſineſs of ſuch weight 
To Ligneroles ? 


Zuter 
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u n and Guile. 


Anj. "Tis true, Lord, I did; 
But I'll engage —. he'll ne er divulge it. 

King. No, Sir; I paſs my ane ſhall. 

Anj. My Lord, I 

King. Speak not, ſtir not hence. | 
My Lord of Guiſe, I muſt engage your 8 | 

E. M. Think no more of him, leſt the violent King, 
Whom yet I never ſaw ſo ſtrangely mov'd, | 
Should turn his Rage on you. 

Gui. My Lord, tis done. 
Two of my Train there are that bear him Gta 

King. When he's diſpatch'd, let your Friends go to 
To put a little Varniſh on his Blood ; (Priſon, OF 
Then you, or ſome that have the ſeeming Power, | | 
9 for their Pardon, and it ſhall be We 


Enter Alberto. 


Alb. My Lord, the Admiral's arriv'd. 

King. O, Madam, 

Give me your Hand, and yours and yours to prop 1 me; 
Now we muſt ſhew a Matter-piece indeed, | 
To meet the Man whom we would make an end of; 

Ev'n at that Time when mortal Wars within, 

When the Blood boils and fluſhes to be at him, 

Yet then to ſhew the ſigns of heartieſt Love, 

To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep, and ſwear, 

Are Maſks for Women, not for Men to wear. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Admiral, Queen of Navarre, the Princes, Com- 
manders, Gentlemen, &c, 


Adm. Cavagnes would'ſt thou think it poſſible, 
I ſcarce have Breath to tell thee I'm not well? 


= 
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| Cav. Why ſhould you fear ! 3 1 
Aan. Becauſe it goes againſt me. I 
| Upon the way, my {ad preſaging Heart: 
| | At the firſt view of Paris ſunk within me: I 
| | I ſtopt, and ſtarted; anſtwer d without Thought, 
| I Like one that breaks his Sleep with his own brawl, A 
As if my Genius ſhock'd me with a queſtion, B, 
And aſk'd me, whither I was bound for Death ? v 
But it muſt be, Cavagnes: nay, what's more I 
Than Death it ſelf, confeſs my ſelf a Traitor, T 
Eoin in the Theatre of all the Kingdom: M 
Do Penance for the glorious Wars I made, M 
in view of thoſe that have ſo bravely back'd nie, 
14 HOY | | 
eur the King, Queen Mother, Anjou, Alberto Gondi, 1 
1 Cardinal of Lorain. All the Hugonots Tue. 
| rf 4a | | | „ - (Son 
| | King. Madam, you're welcome; this the Prince your 7 
i Moſt welcome; this the Prince of Conde, welcome ; Bi 
| Welcome to Paris, welcome to the Court: 80 
The Heart of Charles bids welcome to you all. | N 
Who's that upon the Earth ! the great Chaplin, U 
| The glorious Admiral, the fam'd Coligni, } fa 7. 
The Scourge of Kingdoms! O, my Father, riſe; A: 
Or, by the Majeſty of Age, the Reverence 
Due to theſe Hairs, the King himſelf ſhall kneel. * 
Adm, O Sir, is't poſſible? can this be real ? 
Can you forgive this Out- law, this Offender ; 
Who has ſo often turn'd your Subjects Arms | M 
Againſt their lawful Sovereign; made whole Wilds 17 
Of populous Towns, and brav'd the Lion's Fury? M 
Now you have drawn me quite unarm'd to Court, | 
Can you ſo far be Maſter of your Temper 
As not to hew me in a thouſand pieces? T1 
King. Can you, who had the Power to make me trem- Fs 
Can you, my awful Subject, be ſo good (ble, W 
To kneel before my Feet, and aſk my Pardon, 
And ſhall I be fo barb'rous to refuſe it! H 
No, mighty Warrior, in the heat of Broils, 4 
When thou ſo terribly becam'ſt the Field, Of 


Hadſt 
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Hadſt thou thus ſought me, by thoſe Saints we worſhip, 
I had receiv'd thee with'a Breaſt of Mercy. - 

Aam. Forgive me, Sir; my Heart ſo riſes in me, 
J cannot ſpeak. | 
King. Let then the World be witneſs, 
All that is Honeſt, Sacred, Good, and Juſt,. 
Be Witneſſes the Powers of Heav'n and Earth, 
With this Embrace I pardon thee thy Errors, 
I bid thee welcome, as my better Angel: 
Thou ſhalt direct in all my Boſom Councils: 
My Genius; O! and while 1 hold thee thus, : 
Methinks I preſs my Father in my Arms. (Heart: 
Adam. O! Sir, what have you done? you've burſt the. 
Of your old Gaſpar, with this Flood of Goodneſs : 
And ſee, it guſhes from my aged Eyes. 
King, No more. 
Adam. I muſt, I muſt make away, my Lord, 
For this dear Load that makes me fore within: 
But haſte, employ my Arm; let Fortune raiſe 
Some Foe that's worthy of Chaſtillon's Sword: 
Nay I ſhall quarrel with the Fates themſelves 
Unleſs they rouſe me up ſome brave Occaſion, 
To ſignalize my Loyalty, my Conduct, 
And conſtant Zeal for your Immortal Glory. 
King, Your Friendihip to the Queen, who courts it too, 
Wilt more oblige me than your Wars abroad, 
Adm. For all paſt-Faults thus low I aſk her Pardon. 
2. NM. Riſe, riſe, my Lord: let us forgive each other. 
May I, when dying, miſs the Throne of Mercy, 
I when I ſaw the King and you embrace, 
My wounded Heart did not weep Blood for Joy. 
King. Come, come, my Lord, fince you're ſo fierce to 
| (ſerve me, 
I'll find your Sword Employment. Reſt a while, 
And then for Flanders, where the Duke of Alva 
Will hold you to't. 
Adm. I long, my Lord, to try him, 
He- who ſo curſes the reform'd Religion. 
I wiſh that, with ſome thouſands I could raiſe 


Of thoſe poor Proteſtants whom he diſdaine, r 
a I could 
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I could but face him on the duſty Plain, 
Tho to his Aid he call'd his Catholick Miſter, 
With thouſand Arms held up to thouſand Saints; 
Ev'n with this handful of my old Commanders 
Heading the well truſs'd Body of our Men, 
We'd on, to make the mitred Armies yield, |; 
And drive the trembling Croſiers from the Field. 

| [ Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The SCENE draws; the King, the Queen Mother, 
the Duke of Anjou, Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal of Lo- 
rain: The Beay of Ligneroles held up all bloody. 


An. H. Traitor Guiſe! but I will have th; 


. ri « 
. Life 


„ jetty 
EM) That governs here, Fll ſend you to your 


King. Tear em aſunder. (Boy. 
Anj. Tl have Satisfaction. 

King. Remove the Body. You my Lord of Gui/e, 
Say how this Murder happen'd, 

Gui. Thus, my Lord. | | 
Charles Count of Mansfield, and the Count of Guerchy, 
When with this Morning's hunt, the Hills and Groves, 
The Skies and Fountains ſeem'd one mutual Cry, 
Riding in Company with this bold Spirit, 

On fiery Courſers, chanc'd to diſcompoſe him: 
He frown'd, theyla ug hd, and ſo the beaten road 
Of Quarrels, hot Words roſe, then Blows and Thruſls : 
The Youth betwixt 'em fell, I know not how; 
And therc's an end of him. 2 
Anj. Traitor thou ly'ſt: Thou know'ſt the Cauſe. 
King. No, Sir, it was my Order, 


Now 


* Gui. Let go your Hand; or by the Ma- 
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Now, as you have reſpect to your own Safety, | 
No more of this. Had you not bluſh'd in Blood, 
In the Heart-blood of him you' deareſt lov'd; 
By my dead Father's Soul, by my Revenge, 
You ſhould your ſelf have mourn'd fo groſs a Failing. 
2, M. Sir, he repents. 
King. He does but what he ought. 
Now to the Buſineſs. | 
Since then the Cloud that holds our horrid Vengeance 
Comes nearer racking o'er the Hygonots Heads; 
Let's help the fall, and ftir not from this place 
Till we have f:x'd the Plat-form of their Ruin: 
Firit, for the __ Albert of Navarre, 
Becauſe a Woman, and of Royal Blood, 
My Mother judg'd that ſhe ſhould die by Poiſon. 

2. M. Diſpatch'd with Sweets. Paſs to the reſt ; _ 0 
| rf if (dead. 
King. Yet not without ſuſpicion of the Princes, , 

Who therefore, by my Order, were defir'd , | 
To ſee her Body open'd ; which was done 
Before the chief of all the Hugonots ; 
Only her Head was ſpar'd, as I appointed, 
Out of a ſeeming Rev'rence: but indeed, 
Leſt that the Poiſon, tho'ſ it paſꝰd unſeen, | 
Like a cloſe Murd'rer, thro' the Lanes of Life, | 
Might yet at laſt be taken where it lodg'd, | 
With this, in part, I fatisfy'd their Murmurs. 
2. M. Therefore you mult confer more Favours ſtill 
Upon the Admiral, lull him with Honours ; | 
Strike him but in the Throat of his Ambition, - 
You have him ſure; yet let him play a while, | 
And roll at random down the ſtream of Glory. 
My Lord of Guiſe, you have not yet convers'd him 
Therefore, while this Suſpicion on the Death 
Of the late Queen flies warm about his Ears, 
Viſit him, as commanded by the King; 
But fo as if enforc'd : and by degrees, 
Proceed to half a Quarrel, that the King, 
Being made the. Judge, as coming there by chance, 
May give it quite againſt you in appearance, 
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And force you to ſubmit your ſelf for Pardon. 
Gui. It ſhall be ſo: And fear not, III provoke him; 

Twill eaſe my Heart a little, with keen words 

To right my Father's Wrongs, and. ſhed the Venom. E 

That ſwells me all within. 8 
King. On this proceed 1 

To the intended Marriage of Navarre 3: N 

Which once perform'd, as if that were the Lightning 

To the ſure Peal of Horror that muſt follow, ö T 

Begin our Vengeance with the Admiral's Death, T 
Anj. Firſt, Sir, it would be known how Gui/e approves „ 

The Marriage of Navarre with Marguerite. 

King. I know the Duke approves what I reſolve; * 

And on ſo great a Puſh would forfeit both 

A Ligneroles and Marguerite too. 

2. M. Come, come, it's monſtrous but to Ge, a 
ruploe 

To ſtand on Pets, Intrigues, and fooliſh Paſſions, f 

When ſuch a Fate is now upon the Bolt, 

As ne'er perhaps yet thunder'd with Succels, 

Since firſt the World began. 

Guiſ. My Lord, I yield, 

And take Prince Parcien's Widow for my Wiſe: 

King. I ſent the Count of Rhets to bring her hither, 

My Lord Lorain, pray let me view. the Contract, 

This by the Hand of Cuiſe, muſt firſt be torn, 

And then preſented her. | 
Gui. Excuſe me, Sir. (not; 
King. If Prayers or Threats can bend her, Sir, you ſhall 

But if thoſe fail, my Lord, without more words, 

I charge you for your Honour, and my own, + 

To act as I command; or, by my Blood. 

Nor you, nor I ſhall ever ſee her more. 

Gui. That's a home thruſt indeed : Sir, I obey, 

And wait -=__ farther Order. 

King. My Lord Lorain, 

= the Duke while I examine Marguerite, 

Wait till I ſtamp; and when thy Trouble's over, 

Make to the A 3, and I will. follow. 


Enter 
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Enter Alberto with Marguerite. 


How, Marguerite weeping ? all in Tears ! 
Sure then the Count of Rhets miſtook the Meſſage. 
I ſent to give thee Joy, to tell my Siſter 
She muſt be marry'd. | 
Mar. And J come, my Lord, 
To ſhew my Heart before your Majeſty, 
To beg your Favour, Mercy, and your Pardon; 
For O, my Lord, I cannot, if I would, 
Be marry'd to Navarre. 

King. You cannot? Riſe, 

And tell me why : I'll hear you out with patience. 

Mar. Ah, Sir, how ſhall I ſpeak your Siſter's Frailty ? 
How ſhall I, but thus drown'd with Tears and. Bluſhes, 
Confeſs the fault of Duty? I am marry'd, 

Betroth'd, my Lord. 

King. To whom? 

Mar. Alas, you're angry; | 
But I muſt own the Truth, tho! on your Brow 
A thouſand Deaths ſat menacing my Soul: 

Yes, Sir, I'm marry'd to the Duke of Gui/e. 

King. Not marry'd, Marguerite; but contracted: 

And ſo far I'll forgive thy heedleſs Youth ; 

But on Condition that, without more noiſe,. 

Thou raſe the haughty Guiſe from thy Remembrance; 
Or, by the Violation of our Name, 

I will not ſpare to drain thy tainted. Blood, 

Till I have mounted thee by Death a Victim 

To the great Memory of the wrong d Valois. (mentors,. 


Mar. Call then, my Lord, call forth your fierce Tor- 


Propoſe to Marguerite Flames and Wounds, 

And all the cruel Arts of thoughtful Fury; 

See your poor Siſter's Spirit parch'd away 

By ling'ring Fires, to make my Death more dreadful : 

Yet, Sir, with my laſt Breath I muſt avow 

My Love to Guiſe, and Hatred to Navarre. (thee- 
King. No; I have thought on't better; [I'll proclaim. 

A Proſtitute; thou ſhalt no more be Royal: 


Poor, 
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Poor, and abandou'd, with thy Shame upon thee, 
Til turn thee forth 'a Beggar to the World. 
Mar. Do, do, my Lord, rather than wed Navarre, 
And make it Death for any to relieve me; 

Set the mad Multitude like Dogs upon me, 
To tear, to worry me like common Fleſh, 

To drag me to a Ditch, and leave me S1 us, 
Yet I will groan with my laſt Sighs to vn; 

Tis eaſier this, than to be falſe to Guiſe. 

King. But Marguerite, was there ever Love, 
Without a brave Revenge on Provocation? 

Yet, Wretch, thou lov'ſt without being lov'd again : 
Since in my Preſence Guiſe now paſt his Word 
To leave thee, and towed the Widow Porcien. 

Mar. No, no, my Lord; that Art was us'd before; 
Yet, Sir, you make me tremble ; for methinks 
There's ſomething more reſolv'd, more ſtern in you 
Than in my Mother: yet my Heart's confirm'd | 
Not to believe ev'n you; O therefore ceaſe, 

O rather execute your former Rage, 

And give me up to thoſe Tormentors Hands 

That wait your Call. b 

* King. But if I bring the Duke | 

Before thy Face, that Contract in his Hand, 
Which paſt betwixt you, and he tears it here 
Openly, in the Preſence of usall ; 
Wilt thou then quit him, with reſolv'd Revenge, 
And wed Navarre? 
Mar. Why ſhould you aſk me, Sir? 
Prove me but half as much, but half that Falſhood, 
That Impudence, that Treaſon to the Throne 
Of our crown'd Loves, and I will wed a Slave: 
There's not a thing ſo loath'd upon the Earth, 
But you ſhall bind me to it for my Life, 
To Age, Deformity, to all that's hateful, 
Blaſting, and deadly. Ha ! what's this he tears ? 
The Contract? O, it is the curſed Contract! 
Then I'll tear too. Death, Furies, Hell, and Devils! 
But call him, Sir, call back the perjur'd Traitor, 
Let your Guards hold him; you ſhall ſee, my Lord, 
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How well I hate him: Give me but a Dagger, 
And I will gore his Heart with thouſand Wounds ; 


Nay, if 'twere poſſible, I'd ſtab his Soul, 
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That tho' he were an Angel, it ſhould damn him; 
But he's a Devil, Devil, Devil, Devil. 
King. Give me your Hand; you ſhall along with me 
To a young King, that will be proud to ſerve you. 
Mar. O, Sir, I know not what to ſay or do, 
But fling this Load of Miſery at your Feet: 
You have my Promiſe, but with all my Blood 
I would retrieve it; for ſince Guiſe is falſe, 
Whom I believ'd the worthieſt of the World, 
Since he has prov'd himſelf ſo damn'd a Villain, 
O, give me leave, Sir, give me leave to ſhun, 
To hate, to lothe, to curſe all human kind. 
King. I'll have no more delay; I claim your Promiſe : 
Come then; or, by my Crown, I'Il have thee dragg'd. 
What, hoa ? without there. 


Enter Attendants. 


Mar. Mother pity me. 

Have patience, Sir, a little time, my Lord, 

To vent theſe burſting Sighs, and 1 will go; 

Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go: 

This Remnant of a wretched royal Woman, 

This Stain to all your Blood. O cruel Heaven! 

This curs'd, forlorn, unhappy Bride, ſhall go 

Thus to the Altar where my Fate's — 

But like a Victim that is doom'd to bleed. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Admiral, Antramont, Cavagnes, Langoiran. 


Ant. Poiſon'd ; the royal dead Navarre was poiſon'd: 
Tis the firſt 1 that vaſt Storm 


That ſeems already breaking o'er your Head. 
a Why 
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Why are you ſenſeleſs then, and deaf to Warning; 
When, whereſoe er you caſt your Eyes, the Storm 
Looks blacker yet? Why ſtays the Duke of Gaiſe ? 
Why does he ſummon all his Blood to Court, 
With Barons, Knights, that hold the Catholick Party, 
With foreign Gentry living on his Penſions, 
And therefore ready upon all occaſions, 
With hazard of their Lives to act his Pleaſure ? 
Aan. Peace, Antramont. 2 
Ant. Alas, my Lord, I cannot. 1 
Why ſhould the Vidam Chartres, Count M. 
Reſolve to lodge themſelves beyond the Sein, 
Unleſs their Minds preſage ſome dreadful Miſchief? 
"Tis coming: O, with deeper Policies | 
The King and Queen delude your eaſy Soul 
With fatal Praiſes, and undoing Honours : 
O, they have caught you! my -prophetick Soul 
Sees the red Tempeſt thunder down in Blood, 
In Blood of you, of me, of all about you. 
Aum. O, Antramont, you foil me now indeed; 
Yet I ſhall anſwer, if your Paſſion pleaſe: 
Firſt, for the Queen, I ſaw her Body open'd, 


The Parts whereof were ſound, untouch'd by Poiſon, | 


And by our own Phyficians twas concluded 
She died a natural Death. Then for the Gui/es, 
Some little Satisfaction muſt be given, 
As to permit theirPreſence at the Marriage; 
But for the Management of State-Affairs, 
Or Favour from the King, they're loſt for ever: 
Nor ſhall it keep my dauntleſs Powers awake, 
Tho' Chartres and Montgomery will not come. 
But to forbear the Subject, leave me here 
With my Cavagnes. | | 

Ant. I am commanded, Sir; 
Yet for the Safety of your innocent Babes, 


Beware, my Lord, be cautious, O prevent. [Ex. Ant. 


Adm. Fear not; farewel; be gone, I will beware. 
Why ſhould I fear, Cavagnes, when the King 
Inclines his Heart to the reform'd Religion; 
When the whole Management of home Affairs, 


Witk 
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With all Confederacies made abroad, 
Are left to me, as judge and Arbitrator, 
The Genius and the Oracle of Fance? 
But, if the Will of Heav'n has ſet it down, 
That all this Truſt is deep Diſſimulation, 
That there's no Faith nor Credit to be given 
To the inviolable royal Word; 
O, my Cavagnes, if tis poſſible, 
If this be fo, I yield, I yield to die: 
I am contented for the Proteſtant Faith 
Here to be hewn info a thouſand Pieces, 
And made the Martyr of ſo good a Cauſe. 
Lang. My Lord, I take my leave; and am reſolw'd 
To leave the Court. 
Adm. Cavagnes, prithee ſpeak, 
It is not worth our Smile: But why, Langoiran, 
Why doſt thou leave the Maker of thy Fortune? 
Is it not worth the Hazard? 
Lang. No, my Lord. 
I'm forry Sir, to ſee you made ſo much of; 
And fo farewel. For my Part, I'm content 
To fave my ſelf with Fools, rather than periſh 
With thoſe that are too wile. [Exit. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, the Duke of Gui/e.. 
| {Exeunt Cavag. and Serg. 


Enter Guiſe. 


Guiſ. The King, my Lord, commanded me to wait you, 
And bid you welcome to the Court. 

Adm. The King 
Still loads me with new Honours ; but none greater 
Than this the laft. 

Gui/. There is one greater yet, 
Your high, Commiſfion for the War with Spain: 
I, and my Family are charg d to ſerve you: 
Hague be glorious Work. | 
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There muſt be Action, 


For they in all their Actions 


Adm. If you are there, 


Guiſ. O, your Pardon, TE 
I'm but a Stripling in- the Trade of War: 
But you, whoſe Life is one continu'd Battel, 


What will not your triumphant Arms accompliſh ? 


Who, as-your ſelf confeſs'd, or Fame is falle, | 
Have quite out-gone the Memory of the Antients, 
Of Alexander, and of Julius Cæſar: | 
Succeſs ; 
But you, in ſpite of your malicious Fortune, - 
After the loſs of four moſt ſignal Battels, 
Still roſe more fierce and dreadful to your Foes ; 
And laſt, when all Men thought you had no way 
To fave your Life, but wander thro' the World, 
You forc'd the * grant your own Conditions, 
More proper for a Conqueror, than one 
That was o'ercome. * . 

Adam. No more of that, my Lord. 

Guiſ. But, Sir, ſince I muſt make a little one 
In this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand 


What *tis you mean, and why you put the King 


Upon ſo dangerous an Expedition? 
Adm. Know, I intend the Greatneſs of the King, 


The Greatneſs of all France, whom it imports 
To make their Arms their Aim and Occupation: 


Since then the Genius of the Kingdom's rous' d, 
Fil turn the Fever of thoſe civil Broils | 
To wholeſom Exerciſe, to War with Strangers. 


Guif. Stor'd Arſenals, and Armories, and Fields 6: 


Horſe, 


Ord'nance, Ammunition, and the Nerve of War, 
Sound Infantry, not harraſs'd and diſeas'd, 


To meet a veteran Army, ſhould be thought of ; 
Nor ought you to rely on Proteſtants, | 
Thoſe Mercenaries that muſt come; for he 
Who, thus reſolv'd, depends on ſuch, ſhall ſpread 
His Feathers now, but mew them all to morrow. 
Aam. I find, my Lord, the Argument grows warm, 
Therefore thus much, and I have done. The 1 
« Intends 
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Intends to ſend an Army into Flangers, 
A powerful one, and under my Command: 
Firſt then, altho' the Wars of latter Ages, 
Are, in reſpe& of former, made i'th' Dark, 
Chaſtillon will not ſteal a Victory. n 
Guiſ. The Phraſe of Alexander at Arbela ! 
Adm. No Place of Honour, Office, or Command 
Thro' the whole Series of this glorious War, 
For Profit, Favour, or for Intereſt, ' 
Not of the greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold. 
Whereas too, for th' Encouragement of Fighters, 
There are degrees promiſcuouſly confer'd 
On Soldiers. and no Soldiers, this Man knighted, 
Becauſe he charg'd a Troop before his Dinner, 
And ſkulk'd behind a Hedge in th' Afternoon: 
I will have ſtriẽt Examination made 
Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe. 
And, ſince I am entruſted as I wiſh, 
I'll ipoil the Traffick of this Brandy-Court, 
And vie Rewards for Merit with old Rome. 
Guiſ. You will, my good Lord Admiral! 
Aam. Sir, I will, 
Upon the very Spot of Victory, 
For gallant Men, - 
Erect their Trophies, Funeral Laudatives, 
And Monuments for thoſe that di'd in War. 
Crowns of Diſtinction, Garlands perſonal, 
All but the Stile of Emperor, which the King 
: Of the whole Univerſe did after borrow ; 
A. That for my Maſter: and perhaps for me | | 
| The Triumph of their Generals on return. (doubt 
Gui/. You have mouth'd it bravely ; and there is no 
Your Deeds would anſwer well ſuch haughty Words : 
Yer, let me tell you, Sir, there was a Man, 
(Curſe on the Hand that fped him) that would better, 
Better than you, or all the bragging Generals, 
That when he ſhone in Arms, and ſun'd the Field, 
That better would become the great Battalion, 
Ms Mov'd, ſpoke, and fought, and was himſelf a War. 
£ vhs Adm. The noble Guiſe, your Father, Sir, you mean ; 
te But yet, my Lord Sui. 
Vol. III. 2 
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Gi No yet, my Lord, no yet: | 
By Arms I bar you that; 
For never was his Like, nor ſhall again, 
Till murder'd by Poltrot, cursd damn'd Poltrot, 
Whoſe Soul now gluts the Maw of Lucifer. 
Adm. Speak with more Charity. | 
Gui/. Ha! Charity! | | | I 
Damnation on the Soul that harbours it. 
Were I in Heav'n, and ſaw him ſcorch'd in Flames, ] 
I would not ſpit my Indignation down, | 
Leſt I ſhould cool his Tongue. For Beza too, 1 
That ſet him on with the Rewards of Heav'n, F 
To act ſo black, ſo deep, ſo damn'd a Murder 
O why will Char/es thus ſheathe the Sword of Juſtice, L 
Till he has rooted up this Sect of Villains, T 
And collard to the Stake that canting Slave, S 
That preach'd my godlike Father from the World? 
Adm. Come, come, my Lord, hear with a little Patience, 
And you ſhall find 'tis not the Proteſtant way 
To ftab, and beat the Brains out in the dark : Bu 
Look home, my Lord, go to the Vatican; Tr 
See if in all thoſe politick Diſcourſes, 
There be not one red-letter'd Page for Killing. 
| Gui. Ha, Admiral! then dar'ſt thou juſtit 
| The Villain whom my Vengeance marks for Death ? 
Adam. My Lord, I will not juſtify a Villain 
More than your ſelf: But if you thus proceed, 
If that a great Man's Breath can puff away 
On every Pet the Lives of free-born People; 
What need that awful general Convocation, 
Th' Aſſembly of the States? Nay, let me urge, 
If thus you threat the venerable Beza, 
What may the reſt expect? 
Gui. What? If I could, 
They ſhould be certain of whole Piles of Fire. _ 
Aim. "Tis very well, my Lord, I know, your Mind, , 
Which without Fear or Flatt'ry to your Perſon, 
; F'll tel! the King; and then, with his Permiſſion, 
Proclaim it for a Warning to our People. 
Gui/. Come, you're a Murderer your ſelf. 


e, 


Aan. 
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Adm. Away. 
Gui. You were Complotter with that Villain Beza, 


The black Abetter of my Father's Murder. : 
Adm. This wou'd ſound well, my Lord, in Front of 


But here upon a Viſit from the King Ghattle, 


It looks not like to Gui/e. 
Gui. My Father's Murder 


Bid me not ſtand on Points when that's remember'd ; 


But track me to the Forreſt with thy Sword, 

Thus Man to Man, back'd with all thy People, 

Follow me, or I will proclaim thee Traitor, Coward. 
Adam. O Kin — King? King! ſtill let me ſound thy Name, 

Leſt this Fool-hardy Boy, this knotty Trifler, | 

This Spawn of Words, this Urchin of the War, 

Should raiſe my Anger paſt the Pulling down, 


Enter King, Queen Mother, Alberto, Anjou, and 
Morvele. 


But ſee, He's here, I ſcorn to ruin thee: 
Therefore go tell him, tell him thy own Story. 
King. What now, my Lord of Guiſe? is this your Viſit ? 
J charge you on your Life, without reſerve, 
Tell me the Truth; how hapned this Diſorder? 
Thoſe ruffled Hands, red Looks and Port of F ury ? 
Gui. I told him, Sir, ſince you reſolve to have it, 
He was the Murd'rer of my noble Father ; 
Therefore a Traitor, Villain and a Coward. 
King. It poſlible ? 
Adm. No matter, Sir, no matter; 
The old Man rouz'd, and ſhook himſelf, my Lord ; 
A few hot words; no more, upon my Life: 
So, if your Majefty will do me Honour, 
I do beſeech you, let the Buſineſs die. 
King. Guiſe, go, ſubmit your ſelf, and aſk his Pardon, 
Gui. My Lord, I cannot ſpeak. 
King. Where are your Guards? 
Adm. Hold there. Come, Sir, I will interpret for you, 
My Lord, this cloſe Embrace makes up the Breach : 
We will be forry, Sir, for one another, 
Gui. You have out- done me, Sir; but you'll excuſe me. 
Q 2 "Twas 
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Tas a great Rack that ſcrew'd me to this Folly. 
Adm. More than enough, we're riveted the faſter. 
King. My Lord of Gui/e. | 
Q. M. My good Lord Admiral, 
Now uſe your Power, and quite oblige the Court : 
Fillandry has provok'd the King at Play, | 
In ſuch a nature, that he's doom'd to die; 
My Son refus'd my Interceſſion for him; 
Therefore when he has done his Check to Guiſe, 
For your Affront, pray, my good Lord, intreat him. 
King. The Marriage ſtays within; which paſt, reſolve 
His Execution fudden as you can. 
Gui. Morvele. 
Mor. My Lord. 
Gui. I, by the King's Commiſſion, have Command 
To take the Admiral's Life. 
Mor. I'll ſhoot him. 
Gui. Right: 5 * 
As he returns from Court. 
Mor. From ſome Out-Lodging 
Pl watch him, till I execute your Order. 
Aan. I'm a Quitor to your Majelty 
F of wy Villanary's Life. 
ing. Haſte, bring him forth. 
I think, my Lord, if you ſhould aſk my Heart, 
My yielding Breaſt would open to your Hand, 
But, Father, let's away; the Cardinal 
Stays for Navarre. 3 
Adm. We'll wait your Majeſty. [ Ex. King with Court. 
O, my Cavagnes, where's Langoiran now t 
Where's Antramont ? but haſte, and tell her all; 
Tell her th extravagant Kindneſs of the King; 
Tell her but ſtay ;. why ſuch repeated Oaths? 
That's to be thought on: Hollow was his Aſpect, 
Graves in his Smiles, Death in his bloadleſs Hands. 
O Antramont ! I'll haſte to meet thy Eyes: 
The Face of Beauty on theſe riſing Horrors, 
Looks like the Midnight Moon upon a Murder: 
It drives the Shades that thicken from the State, ö 
Aud gilds the dark Deſign that's ripe for Fate. N: 
ACT 
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AST V. SCENE 1. 
The King riſes from a Couch. 


44544 ROM Amber Shrouds I ſee the Morning riſe, 
7 F * Her Roſy Hand begins to paint the Skies; 
And now the City Emmets leave their Hive, 

444444 And rouzing Hinds to chearful Labour drive 
High Cliffs and Rocks are pleaſing Objects now, 
And Nature ſmiles upon the Mountain's Brow 3 - 
The joyful Birds ſalute the Sun's Approach | 5 
The Sun too laughs, and mounts his gaudy Coach, 
While from his Car the dropping Gems diſtil, 
And all the Earth, and ail the Heav'n does ſmile: 
But Charles, ſtill wrapt in Shades, like Night appears, 
His Sighs the Vapours, and the Dews his Tears. 

Vet, O juſt Power, with Pity, O behold | 
The Wretch, whoſe Fault is in your Bogk inroll'd ; 
Behold theſe Streams, with which his Soul aſpires 
To flake your Wrath, and quench your angry Fires. 


Enter Genius. 


Gen. Thy Genius, lo, from his ſweet Bed of Ret, 
rt, Agorn'd with Jaſſamin, and with Roſes dreſt, 
Phe Pow'r Divine has rais'd to flop thy Fate; 
A true Repentance never comes too late: 
So ſoon as born, ſhe made her ſelf a Shroud, 
The weeping Mantle of a Fleecy Cloud, 
And ſwift as Thought her Airy Journey took, 
Her hand Heav'n's azure Gate with Trembling ſtrook ; 
The Stars did with Amazement on her look; 
She told thy Story in ſo ſad a Tone, 
The Angels ftart from Bliſs, and gave a Groan. 
But Charles beware, oh dally not with Heav'n, 
For after this no Pardon ſhall be giv'n. [Frxit. 


Q 3 Enter 


int. 
yt 


E nter a N Cardinal of Lorain, Anjou, 
A Gondi. 


Card. The King upon the Earth? O riſe, my Lord. 

2. M. He has of late been troubled with fuch Faintings; 
And ſee he bleeds at Mouth. | ; 
King. Stand from me all. ; 

O, Motber, Mother! whither will you lead me? 

Thro' what a Vault of Monuments, and Sculls, 

And dead Men's Bones? And you, my Lord Lorain, 

Muſt I ſtill journey thro' this Vale of Death, 

And never reach the Paradiſe you promis'd? 

I muſt not let the Maſſacre go forward: 

I'm warn'd from Heay'n, I ſwear I think from Heav'n. 
9D. M. Some ſcare-Crow of a Dream: So far from Sin, 

Or ought that's Damnable, is our Deſign ; 

That my Lord Cardinal will tell you, Sir, 

*Tis Meritorious ; and whene'er we ſtrike, 

The Church ſhall bleſs it, as a Blow from Heav'n. 

Card. Therefore, my Lord, I wiſh you to ſuſpect 

Whatever thwarts Nou in your holy Purpoſe; 

However veil'd, tho' in an Angel's Form, 

Conclude it-the Suggeſtion of the Devil. 

9. M. So; now, I hope, theſe Qualms are at an ads 
And we may cloſe purſue the main Intention. | 
Suppoſe the Admiral kill'd ; on this, the Hugonots 
Fall on the Houſe of Gzi/e; the City riſes 
And cuts em all to pieces: Now imagine, 

Which I am apt to think, the Hereticks 
Are more diſcreet, and only ſue for Juſtice, | 
Without a Tumult; ſhall the Buſineſs ſtand ? 

Car. No. If we find they do not run to Uproar, 
(Our only Hope to colour o'er their Ruin) 
Proceed to inſtant Slaughter ; or they'll find 
Some means for Flight, and kindle up. the War 
More dreadfully than ever. 

Anjou. Ist determin'd 
That with the reſt the Princes too ſhall bleed ? 
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2. M. My Judgment is moſt poſitive in this: 

Let not one Soul of all be left alive; | 

For tis ridiculous, in fuch extreams, . 

T th' midſt of Slaughter, Ruin, Blood, and Death, 

To think of ever being prais'd for Mercy. 

Nor can a Mean be us'd; the Duke of Guiſ⸗ 

Meddles not in it, if a Man eſcape: 

And fays, in ſuch a defp'rate Purge of Humours, 

If any Relick of the great Diſtemper - 

Be left behind, it runs to a Relapſe 

More dang'rous than before. 
King. As I remember, | 

Madam, it has been oft your Oracle, 

In theſe late Civil Wars, c' avoid a Battel; 

That Limbs, tho' ne'er fo foul, ſhould not be lopt 

Without the utmoſt, laſt Neceility ; 

Becauſe the Body. feels too great Defect, 

Sharp Pains, and almoſt irrecoverable Weakneſs : 

And will you now cut the great Arteries, | 

The Princes of the Blood ? Moſt horrid Thought ! 
2. M. Compoſe yourſelf; Navarre and Conde live. 

Come, come, you muſt put off this Melancholy ; 

will breed Suſpicion, Sir, let me intreat you 

To go upon the Inſtant ſtrait to Tennis, 

While Morvele does his Buſineſs. 
King. O my Heart! 

If you would have me fix'd, you muſt not leave me, 

You muſt talk out to my diſtracted Soul, 

Leſt Conſcience drown the Voice of Policy. 

Exeunt all but Cardinal. 

Card. This 'tis to have a Conſcience, —— Here comes 


| (one 
Enter Guiſe. 
Sear'd as my ſelf, of my own Family. 
Is he diſpatch'd ? 
Gui. Not yet; but Marvele waits him, 
His Fuzee cock'd, and planted at the Window : 
All, all is fitted. - 
Card. What, your Marguerite 
Said ſhe was fick, and would not bed the Prince 
Laſt Night ? Q 4 Gui. 
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© Gui. I know not that; but here I ſlay © 


To take her as ſhe paſſes to the Gardens. 
How fares the King? | 
Card. A little bound in Conſcience : 

He pukes at Dreams ; and as I hear of late, 
Spits Blood. N 

' Gui, A Fit, a Fit, my Lord, oth' Mother: 
I told you ſo. But ſee ; the furious Princeſs. 
Away: Tl clap my Prow upon the Storm; 
And it a Wrack muſt follow, let it come. 


Enter Marguerite, 


Mar. Ha! Villain! Traitor! Devil! Hence be gone; 
Or I muſt get into my Grave to hide me; 
I've ſworn, I've ſworn to fly thee like a Fury, 
And I am damn'd if &'er I fee thee more. 
Gui. I will obey you. And indeed the Fates 
Of theſe ſad Souls that muſt to day be dol'd 
Require my Haſte: I beg you but to hear me: 
Grant me but this, by Hell, and Hell's worſt Horrors, 
And all the Murders of this bloody Day ; 
You ne'er ſhall ſee me more. 
Mar. What can'ſt thou ſay ? 
For ſee, I know not how thou'ſt charm'd my Rage. 
Gui. Know then, the Lives of every Hugonet 
This moment now are ſentenc'd to the Grave, 
A Maſſacre of all. 
Mar. A Maſſacre ! 


Gui. Madam, I've done. But hark! a Gun went of s 


My leaping Heart cries out, It is the Admiral. 

The Marriage of Navarre was for this end 
Deſign'd, to bring the Princes to the Court: 

And, on ſo great an Enterprize, the King 
Compell'd me to the tearing of the Contract, 
Or threatned the deſtruction of my Houſe, 

And which was worſe, your Death before my Eyes. 
What, hoa! Morvele ! he pass d the Anti-chamber, 


Enter 
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Enter Morvele. 


Permit me to conſult him. Ha! ſpeak ont : 


Say, is the Admira 
Mor. Not dead, my Lord. 
I think I ſaw ſome of his Fingers fly, 
And part of his left Arm: I'm ſure 1 hit him. 
Gui. Here, take this Key; fly to my Cloſet, haſtez 
Thou art purſu'd ! Farewel. 
Mor. I'm gone, my Lord. [Exit. 
Gui. Twas in this manner juſt, my noble Father 
Was palted from the Fame of all the World | 
By ſuch another Villain; and my Soul 
Leaps with Revenge, that this proud Admiral 
Should, like an Eagle, in his utmoſt Flight 
Be topled from the Clouds of all his Glory. 
Madam, farewel : I hope you will excuſe 
What I, enforc'd, did act: I love you ſtill; 
And, on this ſad Affair, in which perhaps 
Your Guiſe may periſh, it would warm my Hears + 
To hear you do not hate me. 
Marg. Death and Horror! 
Infamy, Vengeance, Murder, Maflacre | 
Gui. Now by the Life and Heart of our Defign 
Tis well diſſembled ; ſtood thy Lord in view, 
I thus wou'd charge thee, bear thee in my Arms 
From the proud hurry of a claſhing World, 
To Mahomet's Paradiſe, to Beds of Pleaſure, 
Where we ſhall ſpin the filken Joys for ever, 
Without a Break; lengthning the twinkli 
To an Eternity of deathleſs Pleaſure. (derer! 
Marg. Touch me not for thy Life, thou Traitor! Mur- 
Raviſher! Oh thou titled Villain! 
In Purple dipt to give a Gloſs to Miſchief ! 
Follow the bloody Mark of thy Ambition, 
And never ſee me more 
Gui. It cannot be, 
Unleſs you chain me, drag me in ſunleſs Caves: 
You are my earthly Goodneſs, all my Hope 
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Of Comfort here: nor wiſh I more hereafter. 
Marg: Hold, hold,. Prophaner, thou haſt diſhonour'd 
But this is little to the Crimes that follow, (me, 
| 1 haſt betray d me, after all my Vows 
To marry one 7 hate; for thy Ambition 
72 me the Cauſe of this moſt horrid Vengeance, 
At which the Earth ſhall ſicken, Saints be lad, 
And none but Furies like your ſelf 
Gui. Did not your Muther form the whole Deſign? 
Marg. Whoever form'd or helpt in ſuch Contriving, 
Hell and Damnation waſte em; but for thee, 
Sear'd, as thou art, with Cruelty, Revenge, 
I pity thee, O Guiſe! becauſe I lov'd thee, 
And beg thee view thoſe Fiends that gape to ſeize thee : 
Allow at leaſt a Poſſibility; 
As well as there was one c'er you were Born 
Ap unknown Country, after you are Dead. 
Sui. Admit me then once more to ſhare your Breaſt, 
To taite thoſe Secrets from thoſe lovely Lips, 
And I in Time may be a Profelyte. 
Marg. Here look your Laſt! for from the time I leave 
Ne'er hope to fee Ioft Marguerite more. (you, 
Gui. Lam a Rebel, and have ſworn to ſee you, 
By all our former Dearneſs, and Iwill! 
By Heav'n! I will, in ſpite of you, reſolve, 
Til gaze upon you till theſe Cryſtals run: (Ways, 
Mar. You have broke my Heart a thouſand ſeveral 
And now eagainſt my Will this Parting melts me. 
Cui. Speak not of Parting ; by thoſe Eyes I beg, 
Nor melting Hearts; the Blood runs down from mine. 
Marg. For all the Wrongs you have done me, my Di(- 
| (honour, 
For all y your Delays, your Slights, your thouſand Oaths, 
Your moſt * Pride in Falling out, 
That I might court you to be Friends again 
Gui. Stop yet: and oh eternal Love ſhall crown thee. 
Marg. For all my midnight 2 —— 
Gni. Hold, Marguerite. 
Mar. My Tears, my Watchings, 87 
The Tomy Tokens of the fondeſt Love—— 
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Gui. Take this, and ftrike it to my Heart ; 


But ſpeak your Griefs no more, [Offers a Dagger. 


Marg. By all P've ſaid, 
I beg you, Sir, to ſpare my Huſband's Life. 
Gui. What, Marguerite? ha! Navarre, again? 


This was too much. 


Marg. Save him, if poſſible, 
And fo farewel, thou Ruin of my Glory: 
Farewel, thou ſtrong Seducer of my Youth. 
Yet I will eye thee hungerly at laſt: 
Nay, take this Sigh to. that thus ſplits my Heart, 
My Husband's Life is all that I implore, 
To ſave Navarre, and never ſee me more. [Exit. 
Gui. She's gone, for ever gone; why, let her go. 
Henceforth pronounce all Woman-kind thy Foe ; | 
Or if thy feeble Soul to Love retutn, 
Do not, like Anthony, for Life-time burn : 
But as a Lion, eager of his Prey, | 
Compelrd by Thirſt, turns from his purpos'd Way, 
And in ſome Silver Fountain flakes his Rage, 
Then runs more fiercely on his Foes Yenpage ; 
So having quench'd thy Fires with Beauty's Charms, 


Forget the Pleaſures, and ruſh on to Arms. | [Exit. 


Enter King, Queen —_— Anjou, Lorain, Alberto | 


King. Command that all the City-Gates be ſhut, 
Except but two, for bringing in Proviſions ; 
And theſe, my Lord of Rhetz, ſee ſtrictly guarded, 
Left that the Murderer eſcape. 

. M. You bear it bravely ! 
Now to the wounded Admirat: be there 
As you are now, ſeem ſoft and pitiful, : 
Fond him with Tears, cry out with your Imptie 
To be reveng'd upon the Murderer. 

King. You that are made of Artifice inſtruct me. 

| [Exeunt. 


Q6 SCENE 


4. 4 
<> 


& SCENE H. 


The Admiral Dreſing, with all the Hugonots about hin. 


| Adm. A Finger and an Arm? What all this Noiſe 
About the Shattering of a Limb? Away. 

And in a Cauſe ſo great, fo glorious too? 

Nay, let em burn the other to the Shoulder, 

Or let the Badges Queen grind every Bone 

Betwixt her Teeth, and grin to hear em crack. 

Cav. Let's inſtantly reſolve to bear him forth. 

Adm. No: with this mangled Fleſh held up to Heav'n, 
'This horrid maſh of Blood, and Bone, and W, 
Upon my Knees I beg the Power Divine 
T eſtabliſh thus the Proteſtant Religion. 

To plant it in the Blood of loſt Coligni. 
If that, alaſs, may fatisfy their Fury. 
Cav. Take Heart, Sir; hope one Day for full Revenge. 


_ Enter Antramont. 


Art. "Tis well, my Lord ! tis well, my Cato / well! 
You call'd this Paris Utica at firſt. 
The Stars of great Men have a Caſt Divine, 2 
And when they mould with ſecond Thought, the Spirit, 
The Air, the Life, the golden Vapour's gone. 
Langoiran! O Langoiran ! 
Adm. Fate, my Martia ; 
There is a Providence that o'er-rules : 
Therefore ſubmit, haſte, for thy Life, away; 
I beg thee fly, my Martia, to Genes: 
My little ones ſhall with Te/igny follow. 
Ant. What, Sir, is't poſſible ? 
Is a Plank in this great Veſſel rived ? 
Ist neceſſary that a Wreck ſhould follow? 
Adm. O Antramont, there is no going forth; 
If the King be not in th' Aſſaſunation, 


Fear 
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Fear not; I ſhall have Juſtice : If he be, 
Farewel for ever, I'll ne'er ſee thee more. 

Ant. You ſhall, you ſhall: why burſt you not away? 
There are at leaſt ten thouſand, your Adherents, - 
Will clear your Paſſage to Chaſtillun: * 
Why do you drag then, when your Fate cries on? 

Adm. Once more I ſay, my Fate is in the King: 
Therefore away: If things go right, you come 
To me again; if not, there's one preſerv'd 
T' embalm my Bowels, O my Antramont ; 

I mean my „ that thus have Force to thaw me. 
That Power, whoſe moſt unſearchable Decree 
Thus dooms our Parting, give thee ſtrength to bear it; 
To bear my Death; perhaps thou'lt hear it ſhortly : 
Yet thou ſhalt kear nothing unworthy me, | 
Nothing that's faint and flagging at the Goal, | 
But my laſt Gaſp like my firſt Start of Glory. 
Ant. What, leave thee, Gaſpar, e er I kiſs thy Wound 
O, let me touch the Batt'ry of his Arm! 

Forgive me; thus far I will be a Roman: 

Therc's Virtue here, in this moſt ſacred Relick, 

I ſwear I think there is, to ſave a Soul. 

Aam. Be gone I fay ; I cannot bear thy Kindneſs : 
Force her away, and bear her to St. Germain. 

Ant. I go. For thee, this Prayer I leave behind me: 
Whene'er thou dy'ſt, the Arms of Angels waft thee 
To thoſe ſmooth Joys that have no gritty Moments. 

For her that brought me to this barbarous End, 

The Whips of Conſcience drive her to Deſpair ; 
Conſcience ! Sh* has none : why then the ftings of Plea- 
Sores and Diſeaſes, Diſappointments plague her ; (ſure, + 
May all her Life be one continu'd Torment, 

And that more racking than a Mother's Labour ! 

In meeting Death, may her leaſt Trouble be 

As great, as now my Parting is with thee ! [Exit 


- Enter Alberto Gondi. 


Alb. My Lord, his Mijely, the Queen his Mother, 
Approach to mourn your Chance, aud give you Juſtice. 


& 
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Have ſuch Revenge, as if a 


pour the Balm of Tears 
hreaten Death 


| To that bold Villain who durſt act this Outrage: 


And by my Soul I ſwear, my Father ſhall. 
ing were kill d. | 
Adm. I thank your Majeſty, and humbly crave 
Your leave, Sir, to retire home to Cha//i//on ; 
Where, from theſe tumultuous Parifans, 
I may, my Lord, recover this Misfortune. 
AM. What, take a Journey, Sir, in this Condition? 
Your Death muſt follow : But, alaſs, I fear, 
I fear the Truth, with Tears I muſt avow it, 
My Lord, you dare not truſt the King and me. 
Adam. O, do not tax me with the leaſt Suſpicion : 


I T muſt believe the Royal Majeſty ; 
+ But all my fear is for my dear Companions, 
And theſe lov'd Princes, whom the heav'ns defend. 


King. Therefore my Brother ftreight ſhall draw the 


Within the City, while for preſent Safety (Guards 


I order Monſieur Ceſen's Compan 


To keep your Quarters from all Fear of Tumult. 
O Father, Father, do not wound my Soul 
By a Diſtruſt unworthy of us both. 


2. M. Ah, my Lord Admiral, can you imagine 
That we are paſt all Fear, or- Hope of Mercy, 
That there's no Conſcience, no regard of Vows, 
No Grace, no Rev'rence, Fear of Heav'n, nor Hell, 
Nor common Care of Fame, ev'n in this World ? 


King. To Bed, to Bed; let me intreat you reſt. 


2. M. Nay, you ſhall go, my Lord, ſupported thus 


| Betwixt your Boſom Friends: Believe me, Sir, 
This is not feign'd ; there are not two alive 


That love you more, than thoſe that now ſuſtain you. 
Adm. Ist poſſible? Why, if it were diſſembled, 
The very Counterfeit of ſuch a Friendſhip 


Were worth a Dying for. Alaſs, my Lord! 


O Madam! Why, why muſt this Trouble be? 5 
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But lead me, lead your poor old Admiral, 

Blind with his Tears, and faint with loſs of Blood : 
If I do well again, PI thank you, Sir, | 
I'Il thank you in the Field; O grant it Heav'n, 
That I may End where no Aſſaſſins are, . 
And fall a Viaimi in the glorious War. [Exeunt, 


SCENE: mw 14 


Enter Guiſe, Aumale, Ebeuf, Angle, « aid £1 
| Pariſians. 1 


Gui. Look you, my Lords, this is the Royal Order; 

The Dukes of Nevers and Monpen * 

Muſt wait to guard the Perſon of the King, 

With all the Royal Regiment in Arms : 

Haſte, for the Day begins to wear apace. . 
An. El. We obey. [ Exeunt amo. 
Gui. Preſident Charton, Provoſt de * 

The Head of the Parifans. © 
Prov. Here, my Lord. 

Gui. Provide two thouſand Men compleatly arm'd ; 

Let each particular Man, on his left Arm Th 

Wear a Shirt-ſleeve, and a white Croſs in's Hat, | 

That, upon notice given, all may be ready 

To execute his Majeſty's Commands : 

The E/chevins of every ſeveral Ward 

See in juſt Order and preciſely ſet, - 

That upon ringing the Palace-Bell, 

Lights may be put directly on the inſtant 

In every Window all throughout the Town. | 
Prop. It ſhall be done. [Exit, 
Gui. My Lord, Grand Prior, 

With what Commanders we can raiſe, be rea 

To take the Admirals Life. But ſee the Queen ! 


Enter Queen Mother, Cardinal, Anjou. 
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L. M. Come, come, my Lords, let's loſe no longer 
The Hugonots proceed not to a Tumult, (time; 
: _—_ 
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| But only vent their Fury in high Words : 7 
Therefore away. My Lord of Gui/e your Father 
Looks from the Clouds, and cries, Revenge, Revenge. 
I think were better too, while you kill the Admiral, 
The _ Grand Provoſt ſhould purſue his Wife. 
Gui. The old gray Sire, the Dam, and little Babes, 
Pl take em all together in the Neſt, 
And paſh 'em till they ſprawl. You and the Cardinal 
Haſte to the Louvre; when the Gates are ſhut, 
Call the chief Hygonots down, and cut their Throats. 
My Lord, the Duke of Anjou, to your Care 
The King commits the City: So farewell: 
There wants no more but ringing of the Bell. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


$CEN x The City. 


z Lights in the Windows. The Preſident marches his Men 
over the Stage. The Bell of the Palace rings out. 


Enter Admiral in his Night-Goton. 


Adm. The Palace Bell rings out, loud Cries of — 
Guns fir'd, and groans of dying Men below ; 
The Kingchas giv'n his Warrant for my Laſt; 
His Vows, his Oaths, and Altar Obligations 
Are loſt: the Wax of all thoſe ſacred Bonds 
| Runs at the Queen's Revenge, the Fire that melts em. 
They are no more: The Admiral's no more. 


| Enter Cavagnes bleeding. 


| | . | 

| Cav. My Lord, God calls us ; Death is in the Court: 
Fate, in the ſhape of Gui/e, all over Blood. 

I faw your Son-in- Law Tc/igny die; 

| Roura, the Son of Baron de Atrets, 

With Colonel Montaumar, gallant Guerchy, 

| Wrapping his Cloak about his Arm, fought on 


| Tin he was all one Wound, and ſo expir'd : 
But hark, they come Man. 


| 
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Adam. Why, let em, let em come; 
We ſhall e're long, my Friend, be worth their Emy: 
To die thus for Religion, O Cavagnes, 
It puts the Soul in everlaſting Tune, 
And \ ſounds already in the Ears of Angels ! 
And, O, what Cauſe had ever ſuch Foundation! 
1 tell thee that the Root ſhall reach the Center, 
Spread to the Poles, and with her Top touch Heav'n. 
But ſee, they come: Stand fix d, and look on Death 
With ſuch Contempt, ſo maſterly an Eye, 
As if he were thy Slave. 


Enter Beſnie, Sartabons, four Soldiers. 
* See where he ſtands! ha, Slaves, what makes 


u pauſe? Chim. 


i eig, Kill him your ſelf, for my part I'll not touch 
2 Sold. Nor I: For my part Iam ſorry for what is 


(done already. 
99 Cowards indeed ! thus to be terrified 
Ev'n with the ſhadow of the Admiral. 
Beſn. It goes againſt me ; yet I muſt obey : 
Sheath all your Daggers in the Traitor's Breaſt. 
Adm. Yours Man, thou ought't to reverence theſe 
(gray Hairs 3 
But I command thee, do as thou art order'd, 
'Thowlt cut but little from the Line of Life. (Children. 
Beſn. Die then, die both: Now for his Wife and 
[Stabs both, and Exeunt. 
Adm. Heard'ſt thou, Cavagnes ? ſaid they not my 
| (Children ? 
C. I know not what you ſay; the ſtroak of Death 
_ Has ſtunn unn'd my ſenſe of Hearing, 
Adm. Yet let's crawl 
With all our Wounds into each others Arms, 
And hand in hand go martyr'd thus to Heav'n. 
Cav. I am gone, farewel. [Dies. 
Adm. Why doſt thou ſhudder thus, A 
And gaſp upon my Poſom ? Twas his laſt ; 
My Soul ſo likes 2 ſhe's loth to part: 
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But, O What Builder can repair the Ruins? | 
| The Lights are:choak'd, 2 ereidhan'd up, 
The main Beams crack, and the Foundation ſinks; 
Beſides, the lordly Owner warns me forth : 
. prac Mat 3 me, 
revenge, revenge thy Peoples Blood. 
* de thouſand Souls — ſtice call; 1 
Let not the guiltleſs without Vengeance fall. Die,. 


Enter the Duke of Guile and Soldiers. 


Gui. So, fling him down, down with him to the Court, 
Expoſe his Carcaſs to the Peoples Mercy, 
Drag him away, and hurl him from the Window: 
See all his Baſtards ſtrangled on the Spot; 
There's Orders for't The Hotel de Cbaſtillon 
Be raz'd for ever ; his Poſterity 
Be made inca ble of bearing Office, | 
Or being Noble ; burn his * 46 haſte: 
There's a Commiſion granted for the Deed; - 
Nay, kill, as if twere Sport to ſee em bleed. | [Excunt. 


sckNA ULTIMA. The Louvre. 


Queen Mother, Cardinal, Duke of Anjou, Colonel D'O. 


2. M. Here Colonel, ban forth your Priſoners, 
And let me ſee theſe Leaders of the Faction. 


10 E NE dratos, Gi the Commanders ſanding 
- with their hands tyd behind em betwixt the Soldiers 
in a rank. The Count de Rochfocault, Marquis de 
Rene], Files, Pluvialt, Pardillan, and Lavardin. 


Give the Word, Colonel. | 
| DO. Fire on em all. [ Shoot. 


The 
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| —_—— andert, ' | 

The SCE NAY draw and e ume, Bady 
burning. : 

Cui. I ſaw the Maſter Villain dragg'd along 

To Execution, by the common People, 

Who from the Shoulders tore the mangled Head, 

Cut off his Hands, and at Mowntfaucon hung him, 

Half burning, by one Leg upon the Gallows. ; 


Enter King, Princes, and Alberto Gondi. 


King. O Horror! Horror! O thou cruel Gui/c / 
O Mother! Brother! and thou murd'ring Priel 
Doſt thou not bluſh to ſail in Seas of Ruin, 
To hang the Flag of a damn'd Pirate forth, 
Yet call thy bloody Bark the Chriſtian Church ? 
Or, tell me, Canſt thou lay the Furies here, 
Pale Hy _ that haunt me up and down 
Thro' Chambers, into Cloſets, Beds, and Couches ? 
8 dar'ſt thou ſhield me, when the Admirals Ghoſt 
to my Heart the Dagger of my Word? 
„M. Why are — thus? 
ng. The ” Ari s Words are true, 
And Charles is near 51 End. O Mother! Mother! 
Hear my laſt Words, and take my dying Counſel, 
Stop the vaſt Murder that you have begun; 
For know, all Churches by Decree and Doctrine, 
Kings by their Sword and Balance of their Juſtice, 
All Learning, Chriſtian, Moral, and Profane, 
Shall by the Virtue of their Mercury Rod 
For ever damn to Hell thoſe curs'd 
That with Religion's Face to Ruin tend, 
And go by Heav'n to reach the blackeſt End. 
| [Ex. Omnes. 
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F Neognita; or, Love and Duty reconcil'd : A Novel. 

Writ by Mr. Corgreve. Price 13. 64, Printed to 
Bind with his Plays in either Volume. | 

The Lovers Secretary; or, The Adventures of Linda- 
mira, a Lady of Quality : Written to her Friend in the 
Country, diſcovering all her Intrigues, from 15 Years to 
500 In 24 Letters. Price 25. : 

he Art of pleaſing in Converſation. Writ by Card? 
nal Richlieu, in French and Engliſh, for the Curious in 
either Language, on theſe following Heads: viz. That 
one may be Civil without being Formal. 2. Polite Lan- 
guage, and the Manner of telling a Story. 3. Of the 
Converſation of Ladies, and how far we may be allowed 
to Flatter them. 4. Of decent Behaviour at Table. 5. 
Againſt great Talkers. 6. That it is impoſſible for a Lyar 
to pleaſe in Converſation. 7. That a Detractor pleaſes only 
envious and malicious Perſons. 8. What Care ſhould be 
taken in Railery. 9. Of witty Sayings and Repartees. 10. 
How far we may reprehend in Converſation. 11. Of the 
Air requiſite in Converſation. 12. That to pleaſe in Con- 
verſation, a Man muſt be Maſter of his Humour, 1 3. That 
one muſt ſpeak reverently of Holy Things. 14. That 
one ſhould Diſcourſe of State Affairs with great Reſerved- 
neſs. - a 5. After what Manner we ſhould tell News, Price 
21. . 

Etmullerus Abridg'd ; or, a compleat Syſtem of the 
Theory and Practice of Phyſick: Being a Deſcription of 
the Diſeaſes afflicting Human Bodies; with an Account 
of their Symptoms, Cauſes, and Cure. Price 6-5. 
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The whole Works of that excellent; praclieal Phyſician, 
Dr. Thomas Sydenham: Wherein not onlf*the Hiſtory and 


of acute Diſeaſes are treated of after a new and accurate 
Method; but alſo the ſhorteſt and ſafeſt Way of _ 


+ moſt chronical Diſeaſes. The Fifth Edition 


by J. Peachey, M. D. Price 5 5. | 


Of the Power and'Influence of the Sun and Moon on 
human Bodies; and of the Diſeaſes that riſe from thence. 
By Richard Mead, Doctor of Phyſick, and Phyſician in 
Ordinary to St. Thomas's- Hoſpital. Price 2 . 

Familiar Letters, writ by John late Earl of Rocheſter, to 
the Honourable Henry Savile, Eſq; and other Perſons of 
Honour and Quality: With Love Letters, by the Inge- 
nious Mr. Thomas Otway, to that excellent Actreſs Mrs. 
Barry: With others, by Captain Vanbrugb, Mrs. Phillips, 
and Mr Thomas Brown: To which is added a Poem 
call'd, the Deſcription of a Maidenhead, writ by the ſaid 
Earl, and never before Printed. Price Bound 5 -. 

The comical Hiſtory of Francion : Statyrically expoſing 
Folly and Vice, in variety of Humours and Adventures, 
and adapted to the Humours of the preſent Age. Faith- 
fully Tranſlated by Capt. Ay/offe. Price 6 5. 

Mr. Tawory's Treatiſe of Medicines, their various Pre- 
parations, Virtues, and the modern Way of uſing them: 


With an Account of what Diſeaſes they are proper, and 


ſome Cautions relating to the Diſorders they ſome times 
Occaſion, The Medicines are rang'd in their proper 
Claſſes, and their Doſes annex'd. Price g 5. 

A general Treatiſe of the Diſeaſes of Infants and 
jew N By FJ. Peachey, Doctor of Phyſick. Price 1 5. 
and © 7. | 

Riperius Reformatus ; or, The modern Riverius: Con- 
taining the modern Practice of Phyſick, much like that of 
Riperius; but ccommodated to the moſt receiv'd Princi- 


ples amongft the modernPhiloſophers, as well asPhyſicians : 
Wich Practical Obſervations at the End of each Chapter. 


His Secrets and a Tract of the Venereal Diſeaſe: To 
which is annex'd, a Treatiſe of the Power and Influence 
the Sun and Moon have on Human Bodies, and of the 
Diſeaſes that riſe from thence. By Richard Mead, Doctor 


of 


| 
| 


of Phyſick, and Phyſician in Ordinary to St. Domain 
Hypital. The 2d Edition CorretQed. Price 5 


Mr. Wicherley's Works Collected into 1 Vol. viz. The 
Plain-Dealer ; Country- Wife ; Gentleman-Dancing-Ma- 
ter; Love in a Wood, or St. James's- Park. Price 6 
Mrs. Bebu's Works in 3 Vol. in Ofave. 1 Vol. viz. 
Rover ; or Baniſh'd Cavileer. In 2 Parts. The Dutch 
Lover Abdelaxor; The Young King; The Roundheads ; 
The City Heireſs; The Town Fop. 2. Vol. contains, 
The falſe Count; The Lucky Chance; The Forc'd Mar- 
riage; Sir Patient Fancy; The Widow Ranter; The 
Feign'd Curtezan ; Emperor of the Moon; The Amorous 
Prince. 3. Vol. Contains the Hiſtory of Oronoto; The Fair 
Jie; Agnes de Caſtro; The Lovers Watch; The Ladies 
Looking-Glaſs; The Lucky Miſtake ; Memoirs of the 


Court of the King of Bantam; The Nun or perjur'd Beau- 


ty; The Adventures of the Black-Lady, with ſome Me- 


moirs of her Life. Price of the 3 Vol. 15 5. 


Claudius Mauger's moſt excellent French Grammar, with 
Additions, enrich'd with New Words, c. with all the 
Improvements of that Famous Language, as it is now flou- 
riſhing at the Court of France: To which is ſubjoyn'd a 
Vocabulary, and a moſt Exact New Grammar of the En- 
gliſb Tongue, to make it more deſirable to Foreigners. The 
21 Edit. exactly Corrected. Price 2 5s. 

The Hiſtory of Polybius the Megalapolitan : Containing 


a general Account of the Tranſactions of the World; but 


principally of the Roman People, during the 1 and 2d 
Punick Wars. Tranſlated by Sir Henry Sheers and Mr. 


Dryden. Price 105. 


The Art of Love: APoem. Dedicated to the Ladies by 
Mr. Charles Hopkins. Price 25s. 
Five Love Letters from a Nun to a Cavalier. Tranſlated 
by Sir Roger L'Eftrange. With the French on the op- 
poſite Page; for the Benefit of the Curious in either Lan- 
guage. Price 1 5. 

Cocker's Decimal Arithmetick. The zd Edition. Cor- 
rected by Fohn Hawkins, School-maſter at St. George's- 


Church in Southwark. Price 3 5. and 6 d. 


The Secret Hiſtory of the Earl of Ee and Queen Eli- 


Zabeth: A Novel. Price 1s. A Brief 


EP + 


- A tief and Eaſie Method to underſtund the Nomen Hit. © 


tory: With an exact Chronology of the Reign of the Em- 
perors, and Account of the moſt eminent Authors when 
they flouriſh'd, and an Abridgement of the Roman Anti- 
quities and Cuſtoms, by Way of Dialogue: For the Uſe 
of the Duke of Burgundy. Tranſlated from the French, 
_ Fai Additions, by Mr. Thomas Brown. Price 2 5. 
and 6 4. | 

The Eſſays of Michael Seigneur de Montaigne, in 3 Vol. 
in Octavo. Tranſlated by Charles Cotton, Eſq ; Price 15 x. 

The Elements of Hiſtory from the Creation of the 
World to the Reign of Conflantine the Great: Containing 
a Hiſtory of the Monarchies in a new Order and Method; 
together with a View of the Contemporary Kingdoms and 
Commonwealths, and a Brief Account of their Magiſtra- 
cies and Politick Conſtitutions. Done for the Uſe of young 
Students. By William Howel; L L. D. Tranſlated from 
the Latin. Price 5 5. A 

The Theory and Practice of Architecture; or, Vitru- 
vius and Vignola, Abridg'd. The 1f by the Famous Mr. 
Perrault, of the Royal Academy of Sciences in France. 
Exactly Tranſlated by Mr. Boyer. The other by Fo/eph 
Moxon. The 5th Edition. Price 5 5. 

Rules of Civility ; or, The Maxims of Genteel Behavi- 
our, as they are practis'd and obſerv'd by Perſons of Qua- 
lity. Price 25. 

Sir Thomas Pope-Blunt's Eſſays on ſeveral Subjects. The 
3d Impreſſion, with very large Additions : Beſides, a New 
Eſſay on Religion; and an Alphabetical Index to the Whole. 
Price 3s. | | | 

Ovid Trave/tie; or, a Burleſque on Ovid's Epiſtles. 
By Cap. Alexander Ratcliff. Price 2 5. 

The Compleat Hiſtory of Sweden, from its Origin to 
this Time: Comprehending the Lives and Reigns of the 
Kings and Governors, the ſeveral Revolutions, Wars, 
Riches, Strength and Intereſt of that Nation, with reſpect 
to the other Kingdoms of Europe. Writ by the. famous 
Samuel Puffi ndorff, late Chancellor of State in that King- 


dom. Price 6 x. 


Dr. Chariten's Natural Hiſtory of the Paſſions. © Þ 
F Price 25. 64. An 


» 


An Abridgment of the Life of Janes II. King of 
Great-Britain, &c. Extracted from an Exgliſb Manu- 
ſcript of Father Francis Saunders, Confeſſor to his Majeſty : 
To which is annex'd, The Pope's Exhortation to the Cat- 
dinal, occaſion'd by his Death: Alſo a Collection of the 
King's own Thoughts on ſeveral Subjects of Piety. By Fa- 
ther Francis Brettoneau, of the ſame Society. Tranſlated 
from the French. Printed at Paris. Price 25. | 
Obadiah Walker's Treatiſe of Education of Young Gen- 
tlemen. In 2 Parts. Price 25. 67. 
De Re Poetica; or, Remarks upon Poetry: With a Cha- 
racter and Cenſure of the moſt conſiderable Poets, whether 
Antient or Modern. By Sir Thomas Pope Blunt. Price 539. 

A Mathematical Companion; or, The Deſeription and 
Uſe of a New Sliding Rule: Reſolving many uſeful Queſ- 
tions in Arithmetick, Geography, Aſtronomy, Navigation, 
Fortification, Gunnery, Dyalling. By William Hunt, 
Philomath. Price 3 5. 6 . g 8 
Mr. Scarron's Novels, viz. Fruitleſs Precaution; Hy- 

rites; Innocent Adultery.; Judge in his own Cauſe; 
Rival Brothers; Inviſible Miſtreſs; Chaſtiſement of Aya- 
rice; The Unexpefted Choice. The 4th Edition. 
Price 3 5.6 d. 

An Italian Voyage: or, A Compleat Journey thro' 
Italy. In 2 Parts. With the Character of the People, 
and Deſcription of the Chief 'Tqwns, Churches, Mona- 
ſteries, Tombs, Libraries, Palaces, Villas, Gardens, 

Pictures, Statues and Antiquities ; as alſo of the Intereſt, 


i Government, Riches, Force, Ec. of all the Princes 


With Inſtructions concerning Travel. By Richard Laſſl 
Gent. The 3d Edition, with latge Additions, by a Mo- 
dern Hand, will in a ſhort time be Publiſh'd. 


444444444 
2 


rern 


Printed for, and Sold by 


* 0 0 K 8 * 


— 


THOMAS ASTLEY, 
At the Roſe in St. Paubs Church-Yard, London. 
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3 - Bookſellers, School - Maſters, Ge. 
may be ſupplied, at the loweſt Prices, 


A BRIDGMENT of the Philoſophical TranfaObns 
by Lowth 


L, 
Jones, Eames, and Martyn; with 87 


orp, 
. Index to all the Vol. in one Ahab, $ Vols, 4to 
Atlag Maritimus & Commercialis, Fol. 


Acta 21 — of Ryn — 5 * Folio 


Aylffe's Parergon Juris Civilis, 
J Canonici, Folio 

Ainſworth” s Latin Dictionary, 4to 

Addiſon's Works, 4 Vols. 40 


—— Miſcellanies, 3 Vols. 12 mo 
—— Evidence of che Chritian Religion, 12mo 


—— Travels, 12mo 
Notes on Milton, 12mo 


Arbuthnot's Tables of ancient Coins, Wts, and Meaſ: 4to 


of Aliments, $vo 
Albin's Natural Hiſt. of Inſects, colour d, 4to 
— of Birds, 3 Vals. ditto - 
of Spiders, ditto. 
Altiert's Itafian Dictionary, 2 Vols; 4to 
—— ————— Grammar, 8 vo 
* of the Statutes, in 9 Vols. 70 
fis Medicinæ Practicæ, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
— me in Engliſh, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
— Account of India and China, 8 vo 
Aſtrue on the Venereal Diſeaſe, 2 Vols. 8 v 
Atterbury's Sermons, 4 Vols. '$v0 
Five Sermons to compleat the iſt E lit, 
Athenian Oracle, 4 Vcls. 8vo 
Apperley's Obſervations in Phyſick, 8vo 
Alleyne's new Engliſh Diſpenſatory, $vo . 
Arrian's Hiſtory of Alexaader, 2 Vols. $10 
Account of India and China, 8 vo 
— 5 of Conſtantinople, 8vo 


Athenian Sports, 8 v0 
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Afpinwall's * 870 

Armſtrong's Synopſis Medicinze, 8 vo 
Atkins's Voyages, $vo 

Adventures of Melinthus, 2 Vok, 8 
Apparatus Biblicus, 2 Vols. 8 4 
Art of Shooting Flying, a Poem, E 
Atkins's Navy Surgeon, 1: mo 

Art of knowing Women, 12mo 


' * Apuleius's Golden Aſs, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Atalanti, 4 Vols. 12mo 


ent of Locke on Underſtanding, 2 mo 


| Arabian Nights Entertainment, 6 Vols. 12mo 
Art of Ringing, 12mo 


Adventures of Telemachus, 2 Vols. 12mo 


Art of pleaſing in Converſation, N ramo 
Du.. Hiftor. and Crit. Did Did. in Eng). ö Vols. Fol, 


Bailey's Engliſh Dictionary, Folio 
Engliſh Dictionary, 2 Vols. 8vo 
's Anti -and other Works, 2 Vols, Folio 
Beveridge's Works, 2 Vols. Folio 
Barrow's s Works, 2 Vols. Folio 
Bridgman's Conv: , Folio 
Burnet's Hiſt. of his own Times; 2 Vok. Folio 
Burehet's Naval Hiſtory, Folio | 
Book of Homilies, Foli | 
Baker's Chronicle, Folio 


Broughton's Bibliotheca Hiftorico-Sacra, Folis 


Bedford's Scripture Chronology, Folio 

Burkit on the New Neſtament, Folio 

Black hall's Works, 2 Vols. Folio 

Boyer's French and Engliſh Dictionary, 4to : 
Boyle's Philoſophical Works abridg'd, 3 Vols. 4to 

Lord Bacon's Philoſophical Works; abridg'd, 3 Vols, 4to 
Benſon's Hiſt. of Chriſtianity; 2 Vols. 4to 

Bentley's Sermons at Boyle's Lectures, 8 vo 

Boyer's French Grammar, 8vo - a 


— French Dictionary, 8 vo 


Baynard of hot and cold Baths, 8 o 
Boerhaave's practical Aphoriſms, 8 vo 
Builder's Dictionary, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Beveridge” s private Thoughts, 2 Vols. 8 o 
ang2ges s Englih Lawyer, 8 vo 

Law of Tythes, 8 vo 

— Tything Table, 8 vo 


Bede's Eccle ſiaſtical Hiſtory, 8v 


Baker's Reflexions on Learning, 8 vo 
Beveridge's Theſaurus, 4 Vols. 8 vo 


+ Brady's Sermons, 4 Vols. 8 vo 
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Bradley's new Improvements in Gardening, 8 vo 


—— compleat Body 1 * So 
Brown's eight Sermons at 2 3 vo 
Butler's Ana'ogy, 8 vo „ 


Blackmore's Alfred, 8 vo 
Brock well's Hiſſory of Portugal, 8 vo 


Barrow's Mathematical Lectures, 8 vo 
3 Geometrical Lectures, 8 r 


. 


Euclid's Elements, $vo 


Bennet of Conſumptions, 8vo 


Bellini's Mechanical Account of PFevers, $vo 
Bland's Military Diſcipline, 8 vo 

Baglivy's Practice of Phyfick, 8vo | 
Biſhop's Abridgment of Pearſon on the Creed, & vo 
Buchanan's Hiſt. of Scotland, z Vols. 3 vo 
Boileau's Works, 2 Vols, $v0 

Bennet's Hebrew Grammar, 8 vo 

—— directions for ſtudying, $yo + s 
Buckingham's (Duke of) Works, 2 Volt. 80 
Bellarmine's Steps of Aſcenſion, 8v0 
Bladen's Czſar's Commentaries, 8 vo 

Dr. Burnet's Theory of the Earth, 2 Vols. 8vo _ 
| Archzologia, iſh, $v0 a 
State of the , Engliſh, 8 vo 


Bp. Burnet's paſtoral Care, 8 


— —— Sermons on ſeveral Occaſions, 8 vo 
Bullock's Sermons, $vo . 
Bradbury's Sermons, 2 Vols. 8 vo * 
Black wall's Sacred Claſſicks, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Byſhe's Art of Engliſh Poetry, 2 Vols, 12mo 
Behn's Novels, 2 Vols. 12mo ; 

—— Plays, 4 Vols. 12mo 

Biblia Sacra Latina Caſtalionis, 4 Vols. 12mo 
Boyle's Medicinal Experiments, 12mo 

Belloſt's Hoſpital Surgeon, 2 Vols. 12mo 


Beveridge's private Thoughts, 12mo | 1 
| frequent Communion, 12mo 


of Prayer and 
Beza's Latin Teſtament, 12mo 
Brown's Works, 4 Vols. 12mo 
Engliſh Expoſitor, 12mo 
- ſuſtin, Engl. 12mo 
Bezæ Poemata, 12 mo 

Blackwall on the Claſſicks, 1 2mo 
Britiſh Apollo, 3 Vols. 12mo 


Boſſu of Epic Poetry, 2 Vols. 12mo . 


Butler's poſthumous Works, _— 
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of the Faith and Duty of Chriſtians, 8vo 


— Abridg, of the Hiſt. of Refarm. 3 Vols. 120 
Travels over Switzerland, Italy, &c. 12mo- 
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Bracken's Farrjery improv's, 12mo 


Britiſh Muſe, 3 Vols. 12mo 
nos of Salamanca, 2 Vole. 12mo 
oyle's Voyages, amo 

Aae: uſtice, 2 Vols. 12mo 


rrow of — 1 mend Hg 12m0 l 
u's Art of Poetry, 12mo | 
Lutrin 7 8 * 


"Brick Repreſentative: 4 Lift of all the Parl. of Great Brit 
| Butdon's Pocket Farrier, with Bracker's Notes, 12m 


's Spelling: Bol, with Fables and Cuts, 12mo 


„ Ne, 


LLEECTION of all 8 at Boyle's 4 


Lectures, 3 Vols. Folio 
Collection of Vojajes, 6 Vols, Folio 


Cowper's Anatomy of human Bodies, 24 Edition, Folio 


Myotomia Reformata, Folio 

_ Calmet's Dictionary of the Bible, 3 Vols. Folio 
Clarendon's Hiſtory of che Rebellion, Folio 
 Chillingworth's Works, Folio 
Coke upon Littleton, Folio 


St. Cyprian s Works, Engliſh'd by Dr. Marſhal, Folio 
Catrou's and Rouille's Roman Hiſtory, 6 Vols, Folio 


Carkeſſe's Book of Rates, Folio 
Cowell's Law Dictionary, Folio 


Chambers's Dicti 

Collier's Dictionary, 4 Vols. Folio ö 
- Camden's Britannia, 2 Vols, Folio 

Caſes in Chancery, Folio (1740) 

Eommon Law common- , F 


Eruden's Concordance, 4to 
Common-Place Book to the Bible, 4to 
Chobb's Prats, 4to | 
Coke's rts, 13 Parts, in 7 Vols. 8 vo 
Clarke's Homer's Ilias, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Eure of Deiſm, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
your s Trats, $vo 
See s Companion for viſiting the Sick, * 
rn of a Gonorrhœa, 8 vo 
of Flues, 8 vo 
| Complen Engliſh Copyholder, 2 Vols. 8 
Collins's Peerage of England, 4 Vols. tro. 
City Liberties, 8 vo 
Croxall's Scripture Politicks, 8 vo 
Colloquia Chirurgica, 8 vo 
Defence of the Engliſh 


Ordinations, 870 


indication of his Defence, F Volk, 8 


. Crawford's Theory of Phyſick, 8v0 
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beſt Companion, 8 vo 
Clarke's Wo „ 4 Vols. Folio 
— Sermons, 8 o 

——— on the Attributes, 8 ro 

on the Church Catechiſm, 3 v0 
——— Paraphraſe on the Erangelifts, 2 Vols. 8 v0 
———- Prattieal Eſſays on Baptiſm, 1200 
Chriftianity as old as the Creation, 8 vo 


Conybeare's Anſwer to Xtianity as old as the Creation, 30 


Coney s devout Soul, $vo 
Chamberlain's Midwifery, 8 vo 
Collier's Sacred Interpreter, 2 Vols. 8vo, 2d Edit, 
Calamy's Sermons, 8 vo 

Charron of Wiſdom, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
Caves Primitive Chriſtian ty, 8 v0 
Compleat Houſewife, 8 vo | 
Carter's City and Country Cook, * N 
Cooks and Confectioners Dicti 

Clarke's Tranſlation of Rohault's 


Chapman' s Anſwer to the Mo Moral Philoſopher, 8 vo 
Chamberlain's State of Great Britain, 8 vo 
Cook's Clavis Naturæ, 8 vo 
Chamberlain's Midwifery, 30 
Cotes s Sermons, 8 vo 
Cudwyrth on Morality, 8 vo | 
Collins's Diſcourſe of Free-thinking, 37ͤ0 
anſwer'd by Dr. Bentley, 8 o 
Common-Prayer-Book, French and Englifh, 8 ju 
Cole's Engliſh Dictionary, 3 vo 
Cocker's Decimal Arithmetick, 8 vo 
Cole of God's Sovereignty, 8vo 
Compleat Gardener, $vo 
Chubb's true Goſpel of Chriſt, $vo 
Crufiug's Lives of the Roman Potts, 2 Vols: 12mo 
Cofins's Devotions, amo 

man's Vade mecum, 2 Vols. 2m 


Cleveland's Life, and entertaining Adventures, 5 Vole amo 


Cato's Letters, 4 Vols. 12mo 

Cotton's Poetical Works, 12mo 

Ctuſr' Life and Adveatures, 2 Volk. zamo 
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| » 3 Vols. 12mo 

t ah Officer, amo 

4 — Work, 3 Vols. 12mo 

Oollectjon of — 6 Vols. 12mo 

=—o———— of old Ballads, 3 Vols. 1210 _, 

Compleat E Tradeiman, 2 Vols. 12mo 
ſſandra, a ance, 5 Vols. 12mo 

patra, a Romance, 8 Vols. 12mo 


ſman, 14 Vols. 12mo 
8 : A Collection of Songs, 3 Vols, 12mo 


Cambray's Dialogues of the Dead, x2mo 
Compleat Family- Piece, 12mo . 
Common Senſe, 12mo 


Collection of NOR amo 
Cock man's Tully s Offices, — 


Supplement, by Stevens, 2 
Antiquities of War 


ubyz on the Revelations, Folio 


— —— of Canterbury, Folio 
| ot of Man's Works; Folio 


ne Analogy, by the Author of the Procedure, &c. xv 


Dates 8 er. Bd. Vo $vo 


venter Al , — 

erham's Phyfico- Edit. 8 vo 
— Aftro-Theology Edit. 8 vo 
— Clock-malcer, 12mo ' 
Noughty's Sermons, 8 vo 


Dale's Philoſophical Converſations, 4 Vols. 8 o 


s Voyages, 4 Vols. 8 vo 
2 to Madagaſcar, 890 
Duty of Man, 8vo 
. Ki 4 Ditto large 12mo 


ns gun amo 
A L Kc. 2 Vols. 8 v0 
Fare ihrary, 2 obs 8vo 
Reſurrection, 8 vo 
e's Sermont, 8 v 
's (Stephen) Pdems, 3 v0 
300 Animals, 12mo 
Foe” r Band Dictionary, 12mo 
Dppin's Church Hiſtory, 4 Vols, 22m0 


techeticy] Exerciſes om the Feaſts and Faſts, 12mo 


VGDALE's Monafticon 3 Engl. Folio 


's Antiquities of Weſtminſter, 2 Volg. Folia 


t's Civil Law, Engl. by Dr. Strahan, 2 Vols. Folio 


©000000000g9000 0 00D00000g  Þ=DpWw 
— 


4992 20 


6 0o G MO OOO GOGO OO GOOD ο 009 


F 


5 8 K 


rr 


9808660 


1 
0 1 2 
&: 3 © 
0 10 6 
«3 $ 
0 0 

> if „ 

. 0 o 
3 
© 15 © 
wx 
20 
© 4 6 
23» 
_ C 
/ 3 6 
0 36 
o 2 6 
„8 
8 * 
„Folio 3 3 
„2 Vols, Fol. 3 13 


1 


„ y Ns 


end Sill by AE. 


2 

— vor) 3 Vol. 12mo. with c 0 
Miſcellanies, 6 Vols. 12mo | 0 

—— Plays, 6 Vol. 12mo 4 
—— TJovenal, 12mo 0 
bles 12mo o 
Dawes's Duties of the Cloſet, 12mo 0 
Dacier s Homer, 5 Vols. 12mo0 X 0 
Devout Chriſtian's Companion, 12mo o 
Devil on Two Sticks, 2 Vols. 12mo of 
Dictionary of Heathen Gods, 12mo 0 
D* Anols's Tales of the Fairies, 3 Vols. 1200 o 
rrington's'Devotions, 12mo 0 
—— d, by Motteux, 4 Vols. rzmb 0 
by Shelton, 4 Vols. 12mo o 
0 


AME. and Martyn's Abridgment of the Philoſophi- 
cal Tranſactions, from 1719 to 1733 z being a Sup- 1 
lement to Lowthorp and Jones's — J V. 4to. 
td's Hiſtory of England, Folio 

Evelyn's Sylvia, Folio : 
Evelyn's rallel of Architecture, Folio 
Edwards's Body of Divinity, 3 Vol. Folio , 
— — Diſcourſes (alone) 
— ＋ Clerk's TAL 2 Vols. 8vo : 

ay on Hunting, by a Coun uire, vo 
Ethard's Roman Hiſtory, 5 vA. e 
—— Ecceſisſtical Hittory, 2 Vols. 8 vo 0 
—— Hiftory of the Revolution, 8 vo 
Ecton's Liber Valorum & Decimarum, 8 vo 
Fikon Bafilike : With the Life of K. Charles I. 8 vo 
Evremond's Works, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
—— s Scripture Catechiſt, 8 vo 

about Freedom of Debate, 8 v 

—— s Gazetteer, in two Parts, 12mo 
— 12mo 
Everard's Gauging, 12mo 
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pF Life of Cardinal Wolſey, Folio 
Sermons, Folio 

8 Works, Folio 
Freind Opera omnia, Folio 
Fontaine's Fables, French and __Y 8vo 
Foſtet's Sermons, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Fuller Pharmacopœia Extemporanea, 8 vo 
— Medicina Gymnaſtica, 8 vo 
Figure of the Earth demonſtrated, 8 vo 
Floyer of Cold-Bathing, 8 vo 
Freind's Hiſtory of Phyſick, 2 Vok. _ 
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Freind's Emenologia, $vo 1 . 
— of Feyers, 8 vo 
Fiddes of Morality, $$0 
Relative Duties, 8 vo 
. Sermons, 8 vo 
Floyer's Treatiſe of the Aſthma, 8 v 
Fable of the Bees, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Fuller Pharmacop. Domeſt. 8 vo 
Fenton's Poem's, 8 vo 
Farrow's Expofitian' of the Church Catechiſm, 3 vo 
Feaſts and Faſts of the Church of England, illuſtrated with 
many new and curious Copper-Plates, 8 o 
Fuller's Direftions, 2 Vols. 12mo 
7 _ of Thinking, 2 Vols. 12mo 
arquhar's Plays, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Frauds of Monks, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Freeholder, 12mo 
Freethinker, 3 Vols. 12mo 
Felton on the Claflicks, 12mo 
Family Inſtructor, 12mo 
Fontinelle s Plurality of Worlds, 12mo 
Dialogues of the Dead, 1amo 
Fleetwood's Devotions, amo 
Fiſher's Arithmetick, 12mo 
Familiar Letters of Love and Gallantry, 2 Vo's. 12mo 


Uillim's Diſplay of Heraldry, Folio 
Gibbs's Rules for Drawing, Folio 
Architecture, 2 Vols. Folio | 
aphia Claſſica, or a Set of Claſſical Maps, 4to 
Gn Tacitus, 4 Vols. 8 vo. 
Gentleman inſtructed, 8 vo | 
Goodman's Penitent pardoned, 8vo 
Winter Evening Conference, 8 vo 
Geddes's Tracts, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
__ Graveſande's Elements of Nat. Philoſ. 2 Vols. 8 v0 
Gordon's Geographical Grammar, 8vo 
— = Introduction to Aſtronomy, &c. 8 vo 
Giffard's Midwifry, 8 vo 
Gregory's Aſtronomy, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Groom's Dignity of the Clergy, 8vo 
Gale againſt Wall, 8vo 
Gay's Fables, 2 Vols. 8vo 
Geoffroy on Foſſils, &c. made uſe of in Phyſick, 30 
Gibſon's Farrier's Guide, 8 vo 
== —— Diſpenſatory, 8vo 
Method of dieting Horſes, 8 vo 
Gurdon's Hiſtory of Parliaments, 2 Vols. $yo 
Grey's Abridgment of Gibſon's Codex, 8 vo 
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's Sermons at Boyle's Lecture, 87 

Gale Sermons, 4. Vol. 8vo 

Gaftrell's Chriſtian Inſſ itutes, amo 
Goodqman's old Religion, 1 2mo 

Guardians, 2 Vols. 12mo 

Gay's Pocms, 2 Vol. 12mo 

Garth's Ovid's Metamorphoſes, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Diſpenſary and Key, 12mo 
Great Importance of a religious Lite, 12mo 
Grotius of the Truth of the Chriſtian Religion, 12mo 
Gentleman's Library, 12mo | 
Geatleman's Religion, 12mo * 
Gentleman Angler, 12mo 
Gibſon (Bp. of London's) Quintilian, 8 vo 
2 Paſtoral — Nr We 

uillim's a 2 
LA. Grey ——— 2 Vols. amo 
Gulliver (Lemuel's) Travels, 2 Vols. 12mo 
John's Travels, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Gentleman Farrier, 12mo 


H England by Quettion and Anſwer, extracted 
for ER Ce » 4th Edit, I2mo 
_—_ apan, 2 
Technicum, 2 Vols. Folio 
— — An 5 Vols. Folio 
Hale's Pleas of the Crown, 2 Vols. Folio 
Hooker's Eccleſiaſtical Polity, &c. Fol. 
Hiftory of Siberia, Ruſſia, Se. 4to 
— the Inquifition, 4to 
Hederici Lexicon Græco-Latinum, 4to 
Hatton's Merchants Magazine, 4to 
 ——— Arithmetick, 4to 
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er En Littlebury 2 Vols, 8 vo 10 6 
Horneck 's Crucified ſeſus, 8 — ö 6 0 
. 4 6 
Beſt Exerciſe, 8 vo 4 6 
Fire of the Altar, 12mo 1 © 
Hatton's Comes Commercii, 8vo 2 0 
Howell's Hiſtory of the Bible, with Cuts, 3 Vols. $vo 18 0 
Pract. Diſcourſe on the Lord's Day, 8vo 4 o 
Houghton's Collections of Huſbandry, 4 Vols. 8 vo 0 o 
| Hammond on the Church Catechiſm, 8yo 4 6 
| Handley on the Animal Oeconomy, 8 vo 5s 0 
Hiſtory of Thucydides, Engl. by Tho, Hobbes, 2 Vols. $60 © 10 © - N 
5 ——— of Timur Bec, commonly called Tamerlane, 2 V. 8vo 0 10 0 
) ON FERRER | @& Tv 
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— America, 6 Vols. 8 v 

—— of Poland, 2 Vols. 8vo © | 
——— of the Revolutions of Poland, 8 vo 

La Hontan's Voyages, 2 Vols. 8vo 

Hale's Vegetable Staticks, 2 Vol. 8 vo | 
Hutchigſfon's Ideas of Beauty and Virtue, 8 vo 
on the Paſſions, $vyo 

Hiſory of the Cpe of Good Hope, 2 Vols, $yo 
Hoadley s Terms of Acceptance, 8 vo 

Harris on the Globes, 8 vo 

Hiftoria Reformationis Polonicz, 8 vo 


Hero by Baltazar Gratin, Engl. by Stackhouſe, 4 


Huot's Eſſay on Script. 1 8vo 
Hughes's Works, 2 Vols. 12m 
Hugibras, with Cuts, 12mo 

- Hlickes's Devotions, 12mo 

uman Prudence, 12mo 

ywood's Novels, 4 Vols. 12mo 
iſtory and Letters of Abelard and. Heloiſe, 12m0 
of Exancian, 2 Vale. a | 
Hole on the Catechiſm, 2 Vols. $40 

— ON the Liturgy, * Vols. < 


arris's Aſtronomical 
well 2 > wp = 
of the Turks, 4 Vols. 1 
5 the Conqueſt of Mexico, 2 Vok. N 


Hawney's Trigonometry, 8vo 
2 Compleat Meaſurer, 12mo 
Hiſtory of China, 4 Vols. 8vo 

in Arithmetick, 8 vo 
ſpital Surgeon, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Hewit's Arithmetick, x2mo 
Traders Packet Companion, 12 
Ha ble⸗ of Intereſt, 12mo 

of Gil Blaſs, 4 Vols, 120 

Harxiſon's Cookery, 12mo 
Howard's Cookery, 12mo 
— of Infants Diſeaſes, 1a mo 

ubger eee, amo 


ACOB's Law Difionary, Folio 
— Common Law common placed, $ 


es of Gardening, 4t» 

kin of the Chriſtian Religion, 2 Vols. 8 vo 

n. Iohnſon's Works, with Cuts, 6 Val. 8 
Jourpey through England and Scotland, 3 Vob. 84 


ness Abridgment of Philoſophical TranksRions, 3 V. 4to 
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ourney through England and Scotland, one Vol. 8vo _ 
ohnſon's Eccleſ. Canons, 2 Vols. 8 ro 
Chriſtian 


— 8 — 8 vo 
Inett's Devotions, 12 mo 
Independent Whig, 3 '2 Vol. 12mo 

's Sermons to young People, 12mo 

enkes's Devotions, 12mo 
— of Chaſtity, 12mo | 
Illuſtrious French Lovers, 2 Vols. 12mo 
K. 


Ettlewell's Works, 2 Vols. Folio 
Kidder's Demonſtration of the Meſſias, Folio 
 Kennet's Regiſter and Chronicle, Folio . 
Kettlewell's Life, $vq 
— — of the Sacrament, 8 vo 
Keill ( John) Introduction to Natural Philoſophy, 8 vo 
— Aſtronomical Lectures, 8 vo 
—— ETays of Animal Oeconomy, 8 vo 
s Origin ef Evil, 2 Vols, — 
iſtory of the Heathen Gods, 12mo 
Kea s Meaſuring, 8 vo 
Kennet's Roman Antiquities, 8vo 
Kettleby's Receipts in Cookery, &c, Bvo © 
King (Lord Chancellor) Enquiry into - Prim. Ch. 8 vo 
—— on the Creed, 3 vo 
Kennet's Abridgment of Pearſon pn the Creed, 8 vo 
Lives of Greek Poets, 8 vo 
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Ken's Works, conſiſting of Divine Poetry, 4 Vols. 80 - © 
—— Retired Chriſtian, 12mo 2 
— Wincheſter Manual, 12mo LE 
Ker's Memoirs, 2 Vols. 850. complet 10 
Keill's Anatomy, 12mo Th 2 
IFE of Sir Leoline Jenkins, 2 Vola. Folio 2 7 
12 the Duke of Ormond, 15 


Vols. Folio 
of P. Eugene and D. of Marlborough, 2 V. Fol. 


Laurence's Syſtem of Huſbandry and Gardening, Folio 
Lowth's Commentary, Folio 
Locke's Works, 3 Vols. Folio 
Lilly's Conveyancer, Folio 
Lediard's Naval — Folio 
- L'Eftrange's hus, Folio 
Life of Mr. „by Mr. Des Mazieaur, Folio 
| — Diftionary, 4t0 
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Lowthorp's 
Langley's Builders Rudiments, 4to 


k » 4to 
— 8 Ea aſter Happineſs, 2 Vols "oy 


— Practical Chriſtianity, 
<—— Sermons, 5 Vols. 8 vo 
Lardyer's Goſpel Hiſtory, 5 Vols. 8 vo 
Kife of General Monk, 38 vo 

— of Oliver Cromwell, 8vo 


r Mr. Cleveland, Nat. Son of Oliver, 5 Vols. 1 210, 


— of Charles XII. of Sweden, 12mo 
— of the Duke of Mar'borough, 3 Vols. 7 


_ Law's Practical Treatiſe of — Perfection, 12mo 


*—— Serious Call to a Devout and Holy Life, 12 mo 


Locke of Human Underſtanding, 2 Vols. $v0 


— Ditto abridg'd, 12mo 

— on the Epiſtles, 4to . 

— of Education, 12m0 | 
Leadbetter's Aſtronomy, 2 Vols. 8 v0 
L'Eftrange's /Eſ-p, 2 Vols. 8 vo 

Lemery's Chymiſtry, 8 vo 

Lex Mercatoria, or Merchant's Law, 8 vo 
Law Quibbles, 8 v0 5 
Lommius of Fevers, 8 vo 


| Love's Surveying, 8 0 


Kondon Magazine, 7 Vols. 8vo, including 1738 
Ditto continued Monthly each * 
Ludlow's Memoirs, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
Eawrence's Duty of a Steward, $vo 
Lewis's Origines Hebrææ, 4 Vols. 8yo 
London Spy, 2 Vols. 8vo 
Kette is moral and entertaining, by Mrs, Rowe, 8 vo 
Le Compte Hiſtory of China, 8 vo 
Leng's Sermons at Boy le's Lecture, 8 vo 
Lives of the Roman Empreſſes, 8 vo 
Letters from the Marchioneſs of M* 12mo 
Lord Lanſdown's Works, 3 Vols. 12mo 
—— Plays, 12mo 
Landlors's and Fenant's Law, ramo 
Ladies Library, 3 Vols. 12mo 


Lee's Plays, 3 Vols, 12mo 


Travels into Spain, 2 Volg. 12mo- 
Lord Lauderdale's Virgil, 2 Vols. 12mo 
La Belle Aſſemb ee; 4 Vols. 12mo 
Lowth's Directions for reading the Scriptures, 1200 
Lely's Poems, 8 vo 
Lower's Receipts, 12mo 


_ Legal Provifions for the Poor, 12mo 
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| Mp Het Bg Fol . Nr 
| Mols compleat Geographer, the 48h | 
Markham's Maſter-Pliece, to * 
Magna See & Hertz due , av „ 
—_— 's Hiſtory of Algiers, 4to 

— Diſcourſes on the Lord's Prayer, 8 vo 


ww „ 
© Nr 


Medulla Hiſtor. An „ 8vo 
Moreland's Vade Mecum, 8 vo 
Morton on Conſumptions, 8 vo 
Mileon's Paradiſe Loſt and Regain d, 2 Vols, 12mo 
Macarius's Homilies, $vo 
Minute Phi Phi'oſopher, 2 Vok. 3vo 
Mofe's Sermons, 8 Vols. 80 
- Muſica! Miſcellany, 6 Vols. 8 vo 

Miller's Herbal, 8vo 

' Miſcellanea Curioſa, 3 Vols. $ro 
Morer's Sermons on ſeveral Qccafions 8 vo 
Mathematical Leſſons, by Hafleden, 8 vo 
Maundrell'e Journey from Aleppo to Jeruſalem, 8 vo 
Morgan's Philoſophieal Principles of Medicine, 8vo 

'  Moyle's Works, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
— Voyage to Italy, 4 Vole. 8 vo 

of Meaſuring, 8 vo h 
Mike s Gardener's Kalender, 8 vo 
Miege's Preſent State of Great Britain, 8 vo 
Medulla Poetarum Romanorum, 2 Vols. 8vo 
Milnes's Conic Sections, 8 vo 
Martin's Philoſophical Grammar, 8 vo 
© Millar's Hiſtory of Chriftianity, 2 Vols. 8 vo N 

Modern Cook, 3 Vols. 8 vo | 
Miffioners Travels, 8 vo 
Moral Philoſopher, 8 vo 
Molier's Plays, French and Engliſh, 8 van. amo 
Matſey's Travels, 12mo 
Montaigne s Eſſays, 3 Vols. _ 


Iche's on the Common-Prayer, Folio 

Nicholſon's Hiftorical Library, Folio 
Sir c Newton's Principia Mathemat. 4to : 
— — — — Ditto uy ry Motte, 2 Voh. $10 
—— Chronology, 4to 
—— — o Daniel, 4to 

— Tables for rene wing church Leaſes, 8 vo 
— Feaſts ans Faſts of the Church, 8 vo 
— Ditto abridged, 12m 
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Newcome's Sermons, 2 Vols. 8 vo 

Nalſon's Sermons, 80 g 4 

Nelſon's Rights of the Clergy, 8 vo 

=———— Office of a Juſtice of Peace, 2 Vols, 8 70 ' 

— on the Sacrament, 12 mo 

—devotions, 12 mo 

Nourſe on the Homilies, 8 vo 

— — 2 Vol. $vo _ 
; Defence of the Church of England, vo | 
on the Common-Prayer, $vo - es 
Nunnery Tales, written by a Nobleman, 1200 7 
| New Manual of Devotions, amo | 
New-Year's Gift, 12mo 


| O. Rp” 

| Ldmixon's Hiſtory of the Stuarts, 2 Vols. Folio 

| O Oldenburgh of Exchanges, 4to | 

| Orleans's Revolutions of England, 8 vo 

| ' Ogilby and Morgan's Pocket Book of Roads, 160, 

1 Original Draught of the Primitive Church, 8vo 
Ovid's Epiſtles Engliſh, 12mo 

— Metam. Engl. by Dr. Sewell and others, 2 V. amo 
--» Art of Love, Engliſh, amo 
-Otway's Plays, 2 Vols. 12mo 

| Odes of Horace, 12mo ' 

| Oldham's Works, 2 Vols. 12mo 

Oſborn's Works, 2 Vols. 12mo 


Farſon on the Creed, Folio 
Puffendorf's Law of Nature, Folio 
Bp. Patrick's Commentary 
Paraphraſe on the Old and New. 6 
Lowth's Commentary Teſt. 6 Vols. Folio _ 
Whitby's Paraph. and Comment. 
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Plantation Laws, Folio o 10 oO | 

Papal Uſurpations, Folio 10 © | 

Pualladio's Architecture, 4to a 4 © 

| Pomet's Hiſtory of Drugs, with Cuts, 4to 1' 0 o | 

1 Price's Britiſh Carpenter, with Cuts, 4to © 10 © ] 

Plutarch's Lives, Eng. 8 Vols. 8vo 2 o o ] 

Potter's Greek Antiquities, 2 Vols. 3yo- © 11 © ] 
of Church Government, 8 vo o t 

Puffendorf's Introd. to the Hift. of Europe, $vo o 2 0 6 
Prideaux's Connection, 4 Vols. 8 vo 3 
— — Life of Mahomet, 3 vo Re 

Polygraphick Dictionary, 2 Vols. $vo oO 14 © — 

Pardon's Engliſh Dictionary, 8vo 2 c 

By, Patrick's 15 Sermons on Contentment, 8yo. 0 0 
Parnell' Poems, 8 vo o 4 6 
Paſchoud's Geography, 2 Vols. 8 vo o Ph 
, Phy- 
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Phyſical Bflays — $v0 
. the Ol Tfument, . 

le on the Old Te 4 vo 
— — on the New Teſtament, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
on the Revelations, 8 vo 
By. Patrick's Paraphraſe, 3 Vols. 8 
Piteairn's Elements of Phyßſck, $vo 
Pembroke's Arcadia, 3 Vols. 8vo 
Procedure, Extent and Limits of human Underſtanding, Byo 
Philoſopbical Converſations, 3 Vols. 8vo 
Pearſon's Sermons, 8 vo 
Plain Dealer, 2 Vols. 8yo 

r in — 2 Vols. 840 


== 2 9 vo | 
Farrier, 
P ters, tranſlated from the. French, 5 Vol, 12m0 


Patrick's Deyout Chriſtian, 12mo 
Chriſtian Sacrifice, 12mo 
Plutarch's Morals Eng. 5 Vols. 1290 
Pope's Homer, with Cuts, 11 Vols. 12mo 
— — Works, 6 Vols. So 

Pharma copœia Collegii Rega lis Medicorum Londinenſis, 1armo, 
8 — Extemporanea, per Tho. Fuller, amo 
. Eiinburgenſis, 12mo 

8 Pauperum, I2mo 

Priar's Poems, 3 Vols. amo 

Pomfret's Poems, 12 mo 

— — 29m 
Perſian Letters, 12 mo 

Phillips's Poems, 12mo 

Pious Country Pariſhioner, 12mo 

Peem's Companion for Youth, amo 

— tort Aged, 12m 

Perſian Tales, 3 Vols. 12mo _ 

Plato's Works, 2 Vols. 12mo 

Phillips (Mrs.) Letters, 12m0 

Pen's Church of England Man ſupported, 12 
Profodia Chirurgica, 12mo 

Patrick's Help to young Beginners, 24to 


Uincy's College Diſeatatory, Engliſh, $vo 
— — aaa Medium, 8vo * by 
— — 842. —— 8 Aphoriſma, 
Quevedo's Mam of Hell, 12mo 
Quark's Emblems, 12me 
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| OMAN H Ge and Anſwer, By the 
4 R Author of N of England, 12mo Zo 
l Roman Hiſtory, By Cartrou and Rouille, 6 V. Fol. Engl. 9 
Rapin's Hiſtory of England, 2 Vols. Folio 

_. Ditto 15 Vols. 8 vo >. 

"Religion of Nature delineated, 4to : 
Ray's Wiſdom of God in the Creation, 8 vo 

| — Phyſico-Theological Diſcourſes, $vo © 
| Religious Philoſopher, 3 Vols. 8vo. with Cots 
| - "Richardſon's — on Milton, 8 v | 
| Ronayne's Algebra, 8 vo 
Rogers's Vindication of the Civil Eſtibl. of Religion, vo 
— eight Sermons on Chriſtian Revelation, 8 vo 
twelve Sermons on ſeyeral Oceaſions, 8 vo 
=——— ſeyenteen Sermons on ſeveral Occaſions, 8 vo 
m— ten Sermons on ſevera] Occaſions, 8 vo 
—— Yifble and invifible Church, 8 vo 
\Rollin's Method of ſtudy ing the Belles Lettres, 4 Vols 8v0 
Ancient Hiſtory, 11 Vols, 8vo 
Robinſon on the Spleen and Vapours, 8vo . 
on the Venereal Diſeaſe, 8 vo 
——— — on the Animal Oeconomy, 8vo 
Gravel and Stone, 8 vo 
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Rapin's critical Works, 2 Vols, 8vo 11 
| Reading's Life of Chriſt, 8 vo - 5 
ſi- Revelation examined with Candour, 2 Vols. $ro 10 
3 nr 7 hs Rebellion, 8 vo 4 
| ights of the Chriſtian Church, 3vo oi 
|. Rawlinſon's Method of ſtud ing Hiſtory, 2 Vols. 8vo 10 
[ Ids — tion, 4 
| C vo 4 
— Practical Diſpenſatory, 8 vo 5 
Reflections on Ridicule, 2 Vols. 12mo 5 
Rowe's Lucan in Engliſh, 2 Vols. 12mo 5 
—— JSalluſt in Engliſh, 12 mo 2 
—— Works, 3 Vols. 12 mo 0 Si 
| Rabelais's Works, 5 Vols. 12mo "5 St 
Ramſay's Works, 2 Vols. 12mo 81 
12 88515 Poems, 12mo' 1 2 o 
Malridge's ty Sermons, Folio 133 — 
Selden's Work rKs, 6 Vols. Folio 6 © 81 
Stil ingfleet's Origines Sacræ, Folio o 18 82 
Stow's Survey of London, 2 Vols. Folio 3 10 S} 
Strype's Eccleſiaſtical Memorials, 3 Vols. Folie $-.-9 *. 
Life of Archbiſhop Parker, Fo ĩo 1 St 
Salmon's Herbal, Folio 8 OY 
Stackhouſe's Body of Divinity, Folio : 1 10 Sp 
Stebbing's Polemical Tracts, Folio © 15 *. 
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Salleels s Dem, Folio 
Sprat's Hiſtory of the Royal Society, 4to 
Salmon's Modern Hiftory, 3 Vols. 4to 
Stevens's Spaniſh and Eng liſh Dictionary, 4to 
Spaniſh Grammar, 8 vo 
Swift's Political Tracts, 2 Vols. 8 vo 3 
Sale's Koran of Mohammed, 4to I 
Sacred Interpreter : Or, a Practical Introduction to a be- ; 
neficial Reading, and a thorough Underſtanding of the 
= Bible. By David Collyer, Vicar of Great Cox- o 10 
Berks. The ſecond Edition, reviſed. A compleat | | 
Index added. In 2 Vols. 8vo coo 
Swinden's Enquiry into the Nature and Place of Hell. ; | 
The ſecond Edition, $yo 
Stebbing of the Operations of the Holy Spifit, 2d Ed, 8yo 
Scot's Chriſtian Life, 5 Vols. 8vo 
Standhope's Tho. 3 Kempis's Chriſtian Pattern, ro 
i Ditto, 12mo 
Parſon's Chriſtian Directory, 8 vo 
| St. Auguſtin's Meditations, 8 vo 
—— Ft Morals, 8 vo 
Comment on the Epiſtles and Goſpels, 4 V. 8vo 
Sixteen Sermons at Boyle's Lecture, 4to 
— —— Twelve Serm. publiſh'd juſt before his Death, 8 vo 
Sturmii Mathefis Juvenilis, 2 Vols, 3 vo. Lat. 
Sydenham's Works, 8 vo 
Practice of Phyſick, 8 vo 
Stillingfleet's Tracts, 8 vo 
Sherlock of Death, 38 vo 
— -- Ditto, 12 mo 
—— of Judgment, 8 vo 
on a future State, 8 vo 
on Providence, 8 vo 
Salmon's Modern Hiſt. of England, 13 Vols. 8vo 
Spectacle de la Nature, or Nature diſplay d, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
Sportſman's Dictionary, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Strauchius's Chronology, Engl. 8 vo 
Stackhouſe's Abridgment of Burnet, 8 vo 
Sprengell's Hippocrates, 8vo 
Salmon's Chronological Hiſtorian, $vo 
Shelvock's Voyage round the World, with Ns: 8vo 
Shorey's fourteen Sermons, 8 vo 
Salmon on Bates's Diſpenſatory, 8 vo 
Shaw's Edinburgh Diſpenſatory, 8vo. Engl. 
— Praftice of Phyſick, 2 Vols. 8vo 
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Stone's Mathematical Dictionary, 8 vo 5 | 1 

on Fluxions, 2 Vols. 8 vo 10 1 
Spincke's Sick Man vifited, 8 vo 8 5 

—— Devotions, 1a mo 3 7 


6 OO, 


ebory't Characteriſticks, 3 Vols. 8vo- 
Thi Sermons, 7 Vols. 8 vo | 
Senecs's Morals, $vo | 
Smallbrook againſt Woolſton; 2 ve beo 
ood's Sermons, 2 Vols. 8vo 
Shucleford's Connexion, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
— Law, $vo 
OY 2 Vols, 8 

* nale on the Common-Prayer, vo 
— od of raiſing Broeoli, _ improving Lon do 
Witer- Works, 2 Vols. = 
| Fruit Gardener, 8 vo 
South's Sermons, & Vols! 8 vo 
Sctivener's Guice, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Swift's Polite Converſation; 8 vo 
Select Novels, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Sympin's Compendium of Muſick, 8yo 

rs, 8 Vols. 12mo 
S we'l's Plays, 4 Vols. 12mo 
Shakeſpear's z 10 Vols, 12110 : 
Syderam's Method of curing Diſeaſes, 12mo 
Short Way to know the World, 12mo 
Shaw's Summary of the Bible; 12mo 
Swift and Pope's Miſcellanies, 6 Vols. 12 mo 
Steel's Poetical Works, 12mo 
Account of the Roman Catholicks, 12m 
=ww——_— Chriftan Hero, 12mo 


Spencer's Fairy Queen, 6 Vols, * 


Hlotſon's Works, 3 Vols. Folio 
Temple 5 Works, 2 Vols. Folio 
| an's Survey of the Globe, Fol'o- 
'Tourtefort's Voyage to the Levant, 2 Vol 4t0 
Fheobald'sShakeſpear, 7 Vols. $vo' - 
'Trial'of the Regicides, 8vo : 
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—— b the Diſeaſes of the Skin, 8yo | 
—ww—_— of Gleets, 8 vv | 
—— of Quickfilver, 8vo 
—Afhrodiſiacus, 8 vo 

of Fevers, 8 vo 

Tober s hol Living and Dying; 8 v 

Trapp's — 2 Vols. 8 vo 

Talbet's Sermons, 2 vo 

Turner's Sermons at Boyle: Lecture, 8 vo' 

Teller 's Neflections on Dr. Freind's Emenology, dv 
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Thomſon's Anatomy of the Bones, $vo - 
Tanſyr's compleat Melody, 8"v0 ' * 
Travels of Cyrus, 12mo 
Trapp Praleftiones Poeticæ, 2 Vols. I2mo- 
Tatlers, 72 1amo | | 
Temple of the Muſes, 12mo ' 

- Trapp's Virgil, 3 Vols. 12mo 3 
w— againit Popery, 12mo 
Tenants Law, 12mo | 
Tillotſon's fix Sermons of Education, c. 12mo- 
Telemachus, Engl. with Cuts, 2 Vols. 12,0 ⁵ 
Terence, Eng). by Echard, &c. 1210 
' Turkiſh Spy, 8 Vols. 12mo 
Taylor's Golden Grove, 12mo 
Tale of a Tub, 12mo 
Tour through Great Britain, 3 Vols, 1280 
Taſte of the Town, 12mo | 

< Tea-Table Miſcellany, by Allan Ramſay, T2mo 

Terence Eng!. and Lat, 3 Vols. 12mo 

Tilly's Devotions, 12mo 


* 


* 


*> 
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| U. 
ITRUV. Britan. or Britiſh Architect, by C. Camp- 6 
bell, 3 Vols. Folio | 
Univerſal Hiſt. of the World, Folio, now printing | 
Ventris's Reports, Folio / 
Vertot's Hiſt. of the Knights of Malta, 2 Vols. Folio 
Varenius's Geography, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
Vertot's Revolutions in the Roman Republick, 2 Vols. 8vo 
— — in Sweden, 8 vo * — 
— — in Portugal, 8 vo 
— — — of Spain, 5 Vols. 8 vo 
— — Eſtabliſhment of the Britons, 2 Vols. 8 v 
Univerſal Officer of Juſtice, 8 vo 
Veneer on the 39 Articles, 2 Vols. 8 v 
Vauban's new Method of Fortification, $vo- 
'Veneroni's Italian Grammar, 8 vo 
Univerſal Library, 2 Vols. 8 vo 
. Voltaire's Letters concerning the Engliſh Nation, 8 vo 
| Explanation of Sir Jſaas Nexwton's Philoſ. 8 vo 
Vanbrugh's Plays, 2 Vols. 12mo' 
Voiture's Works, 2 Vols. 12 mo 
Univerſal Spectator, 2 Vols. 12mo 


W. 
D's Inftitutes of the Common Law, Folio 
of the Civil Law, Folio 
Whitby on the New Teſtament, 2 Vols. Folio 
Whitlock's Memorials, Folio 
Works of the Author of the whole Duty of Man, Folio 
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* 0 85 l, 4. 
Wood's Athenæ Oxonienſes, 2 Vols. Folio 2 
. Winwood's Memorials, 3 Vols. Folio 3 
i Winflow's Anatomy of the human Body, 4to 14 
i Wright's Travels, 2 Vols. 4to_ 5 
i Weſton's Short-Hand, . 11 


Waterland's Eight Sermons at Lady Moyer's Lecture, 8 vo 
ä Critical Hift, of the Athanaſian Creed, 8 vo 
Scripture vindicated, 3 Parts, 38 vo 
Wake's Epiſtles, 8 vo a 
Wiſeman's Surgery, 2 Vols, 8 vo 

Wilkins of Natural Religion, 8 vo 

Wingate's Arithmetick, 80 

Wall's Critical Notes on the New Teſtament, $vo 
— on tbe Old Teſt. 2 Vols. 8 vo 
of laſant Baptiſm, and Defence, 3 Vols. 8 vo 
Wainwright of Non-Naturals, 8yo . 

Wake's Sermons, 2 Vols. 8vo 
Well on the Old Teſtament, 4 Vols. 8 
1 — Mathematicks, 3 Vols. $vo 
| Windſor Medley of Poems, &c. 8 vo 
| Whiſton's Aſtronomical Principles of Religion, 3 vo 
— — Lectures, 8 vo 
Theory of the Earth, 8 O 
| Ward's Mathematician's Guide, 8vo 
| Watts's Logick, 8 vo 
| Aſtronomy, 8 vo 
| —— — of human Reaſon, 12 m0 

[| - —— = Scripture Hiſtory, 12mo 
| Lyrick Poems, 12mo 
= ——— Philoſophical Eſſays, 8Yo 
— Pſalms, 12mo 
Hymns, 12mo 
Wake's Catechiſm, 8 vo 
Worfter's Philoſophy, 8 v 
Warburton's divine Legation, $vye 
Wilſon's Chymiſtry, 8vo 
Weeks Preparation, 12mo 
Waller's Poems, by Fenton, 12mo 
Ward's Nuptial Dialogues, 2 Vols. 12ms 
w— England's Reformation, 2 Vols. 12mo 
= Webſter's Mathematicks, 3 Vols. 12mo 
i= — Arithmetick, 12mo 1 
OUNG's Sermons, 2 Vols. 8 
V Univerſal Paſſion, 8 vo 
Young Man's Companion (Mather's) 12mo 

— (Fiſher's) 12 mo 


N. B. If any Books in the foregoing Catalogue teuld fink in the Price, 
2 Alloawance-xvill be made to the Purchaſer, 22 — to fix the 
tract Prices of every Book for 12 Manths to come, 
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T, TrxzxT11 Afri Comedia Sex. 8 vo 
2. . Pub. Ovidii Naſonis Triſtia, 8 vo 
3. Auli Perſii Flacci Satiræ, 3 vo 
4. P. Virgilii Maronis Bucolica, 8 vo | 
5. Cato's Diftichs, and Lilly's Admonitions, 3d Ed. 1amo 
6. L. Annei Flori Hiſtoria Romana, 8 vo 
4 Eutropii Hiſtoriæ Romanz Breviarium, 8 vo 
» Phadri Fabulz, 8vo, 3d Edition 
9. Corderii Centuria Selecta, 8 vo 
10. Catechiſmus & Articuli Ecclefiz Anglicanz, 12mo 
11. A ſhort View of Latin Grammar, 3vo 
12. A ſhort View of Engliſh Grammar, 8 vo 
13. A ſhort Syftem of Rhetorick; 8vo, 2d Edition ; 
14. Rudiments of Grammar, on Copper-Plates, for Copies o 
Theſe 14 by Jonn STIRLING, M. A. Chaplain to bis Grace 
Duke of Gordon, 
In the Preſs, by Mr. ST1zL1NG, 
P. Virgilii Maronis Opera, 8 vo 
Abridgment of Pantheon, by Way of Latin Exerciſe, i 


Oadley's Accidence for St. Paul's School, 8 vo, gth Ed, o 
H Farmborough's Fundamenta Grammat. 12mo, 7th Ed, o 
Philipps's Rational Latin Grammar, 12mo, 2d Edition 
Dr, Bennet's Hebrew Grammar, 8vo, 3d Edition 
Bp. Wettenhall's Greek Grammar, 12mo, 5th Edition 
Bailey's Juſtin, 8 vo 
Eraſmus's ten Colloquies, Lat. and Engl. 12mo 
——— — Eraſmus in Engliſh, 8 vo 
Ovid's Triſtia, Engliſh, 12mo 
Bp. Williams on the Church Catechiſm, 12me 
—.— & Perſius Farnabii, 12mo | 

ry of England by Queſtion and Anſwer, 12mo 
Roman Hiftory by Queſtion and Anſwer, 12mo 
Temple of the Muſes, 12mo 
Short Way to know the World, amo, 2d Edition 
Hewit's Arithmetick, 12mo 
Patoun's Practical Navigation, 8 vo 
— 2 Vols. 12mo | 

ewell's Ovid's Metamorphoſes, 2 Vols. Engl. 22mo 
Trapp's Virgil, 3 Vol Sram N Wo 
Byſche's Art of Poetry, 2 Vols. 12mo 
Poemata Theodori Bezz, 12mo © 
Peers's Companion for Youth, 12mo 
Nelſon on the Feaſts and Fafts ; abridged 
2 AvuTxorrs in Uſum DTTAIxI. 
Martial Sa 
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Gr. and Lat. 


Ainſwerth's Lit. & Engl. Dict. 4to 
- Bailey's Ovidii Metam. 8 v0 

- Epiſtles, $vo 
—— Exerciſes, Engl. and Lat. 


— uſtin, 8 vo 


tin for Garretlon's Ex- 
. erciſes 
——Þ Eraſmus, Lat. and Engl. 

- Buſby's Greek Grammar | 
— itt Verſe, Gr, Gram. 
introduction to the Latin 
Tongue 
wm——_—_— Syntxis, Eraſmiana Con- 
ſtrictior, 8 vo 
— tt conſtrued, 3vo 
m— Rydimentum Lative Me- 
tricum, 8 vo 
2 conſtrued, 8 vo 
— sbort IntroduR. to Gram. 
Bennet's Colleftion of Sentences 
Beza's Lat. Teſt. 12mo and 24to _ 
Blackwall's Lat. Gram, 12mo 
Boyer's French Dict. 4to & 8 vo 
Grammar, 8 vo 
Barnes Anacreon, Gr. & Lat. 8 vo 

Caftalio's Latin Bible, 4 Vols. in 


m— Latin Teſtament, 12m 
Cellarius's 3 by . Mr, 
Patrick, 8 
Cæſar's — by Parſel, 
tamo 

Clavis Homerica, 8 vo 
Clarke's IntroduQ. to making Lat, 
— Lucius Florus 
, — Suetonius 
—— Eraſmus 
— Latin Grammar 
— of Study 


SY "$CHOOE-BOOKS 9%; 5 T. ASTLEY. 
8 Clarke's EIO 


—— Exercitia Latina, or La- 


Cornelius Nepos, 12 mo 
Corderius, 12mo - 


_ Cole's Latin Dictionary, 8vo 


Clarke's (Sam.) Cæſat's Commen- 
taries, 8 vo 


Clarke's Homer's Iliad, 2 V. 8vO 


Cockman's T. Offices, Eng. 12mo 
Cicero de Nat. Deor. per Davis, 8 vo 
biſput. Tuſc. per Davis, 8 ve 
—— de Div. & F ato, per Davis, 8 vo 
— Academica, per Davis, 8 vo 


—— de Legibus, per Davis, 8 vo 


—— de Fin. Bon. & Mal. per Davis 
—=-— de Officiis, per Tooly, 8 vo 
— JC Officiis, P. Cock man, 3vo 
Demoſthenis Orationes, 12mo 
Dugard's Rhetoric 


——- Lucian's Dialogues, 12m0 
——— Rudiments of the Latin 


Tongue, 12mo 


—_ — 


Particles 
Youth's Guide to the La- 
tin Tongue a 
Eraſmus's Colloquies 
Eutropius, 12mo 
E igrammatum Delectus 


majora 
— — 17. 
Echard's Terence in Engl. 12me 
Familiar Forms, 12mo 
Florus ad Modum Minellii 
Freind's Demoſth. Gr. & Lat. 8 vo 
Gregory's Nomenclatura 
Græcæ Sententiz, by J. R. 
Garretſon's Engliſh Execciſes 
Gradus ad Parnaſſum 
Greek Teſtament, 8 v and ame 
— Crammar 
—— Epigrams ( 
Grotius de Veritat. Rel. Chr,12me 


- 


. Geographica Claſſica, 4to 
 Greenwood's Grammar, 12mo 


Hederic's Greek Lexicon 
Heſiod, and minor Poets 
Homer s Iliads, Gr. and Latin 


| Helvic's Colloquie a 


Hoels's 


* 
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Hoole's Accidence 
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——— Termination | *- 
Holmes's Greek Grammar, 8 vo 
Latin Grammar, 8 vo 
Rhetoric, 8 vo 
Horace cum Notis Minellii 


Hutchenſon' $8 Xen, Gr. & Lat, 8 vo | 


Juſtin, 12mo. 
ohnſon's Greek Epigrams 


* Ifocratis Orationes, Gr, & Lat, 


King's Heathen Gods, 12mo 
Kent's Lucian, Gr. & Lat. 8 vo 
London Vocabulary * 
Leeds's Lucian 
—— Greek Grammar 
—— Engliſh Examples 
—— — More Engliſh Examples 
Littleton's Dictionary, 4to 
Livy's Roman Hiftory, 2 Vols. 
Leuſden's Compendium 
Greek Teſtament 
Greek and Latin Teſt. 
Hebrew Palter - 
Loughton's Engliſh Gram. 12mo 
Mattair's, Greek Teſtament 
Homer, Gr. & Lat. 2 V. 
Sophocles, Gr „& Lat. a V. 
— u — 1 . 
Horace 
Ovid Metam, 


—— — Ft 


— — EPgpiſt. 
— LVL ocretius 
Lucan 
———— Czar 
Plinii Epiſt. 
Martial . 
——— Juvenal 
Conciones & Orat. 
— Juſtin 

Curtius 
— Vel. Paterculus 
— — Salluſt 
— — Cor. Nepos 
Muſz Anglicanz, 2 Vols, 


— — — 


— ditto Minell. 


Martial's Epigrame 
Nichols's Hiſtoria Sacra 
Nomenclatura's, all Sorts 
Ovid's Metamorphoſes, 7208 


— Epiſtles, 12mo 
—— ditto Minell. 

— de Triſtibus 

—— — Gditto Minell, 4 
Pantheon, by Tooke | : 
Quintillian's Orat, by Gibſom 
Quintus Curtius, 24to 
Robertfon's Hebrew Pſalter 

Royal Latin Grammar 

Ray's Nomenclatura 


= 
5 au ll ws 


— s Salluſt, Engliſh, 1am 


Rollin's Qui eintilian, 8vo 
Ruddiman's Rudiments, 12mo 
Grammar 

Rogiſſard's French Grammar, $vo 
Schreveſu Lexicon. 

Salluſt, amo 5 
————— 2d Modum Minelli 


Silvagus's Homer 


— — Icocratis Orationes 
Shaw's Syntax 


—— Grammat. Dictionary 


—— Grammar, $vo 
Sy nopſis Communium Locorum 


Solomon's Proverbs 


Tullii Orationes, 12mo - 

— — de Officiis 

— — Epiſtles, by Sturmy 

Terence, 12mo 

——-— cum Notis Minellii 

Thompſon' s Greek Grammar 
Turner's Exerciſes 

Virgil, 12mo , 
cum Notis Minellii 
Upton's ZEſopi Fabul. Delectus 

Walker's Art of Teaching 

Engliſh Particles 

Idioms 

Engliſh Examp'es 

Wells's Dionyfius's Ceography 
Waſe's Grammar 
Xenophon, Greek and Latin 


N. B. School-Maſters may be fied with a large Allewance, | 


"PLAYS ity T. ASTLEY. = - 


TRAGEDIES. 


Provoked Huſband | Wit without Money | 
Provoked Wiſe What d'ye call it 
Quaker” s Wedding ** Woman's Wit 


FINS. 4 


Urengzebe Fall of Saguntum Oedipus © 
Abramule Fair Penitent Orconoko * 2 
All for Love Fatal Extravagance — F 
Albion Queens + Fatal Marriage — | | 
Aleibiades George Barnwell and Hippolitus a 
Anm Bullen Henoy VIII Rival C Queens 
- - Ambitious Stepnother . Ha Royal Convert 
Briton Henry IVth, 2 Part Richard IIId. 
” Bufiris Indian Emperor Siege of Damaſcus 
| Cataline's Conſpiracy Jew of Venice Sophoniſba 
Daus Marius ane Shore - Sir Walter Raleigh - 
ang Grey Tamerlane | 
Gift ing Lear Theodoſius 
Diſtreſe d Mother Mourning Bride Titus and Berenice 
| Don Sebaſtian Macbeth Venice Preſerved 
3 Duke of Glquceſter Mariamne Victim 
| Earl of Eſſex Mithridates | Ulyfles 
| "EL COMEDIES, 
 Lehemiſt Friendſhip in Faſhion Recruiting Officer 
| \ AmorousWidow Fair Quaker of Deal Rover i 
Amphitryon Game | Rehearſal * 
Ana Humours of Oxford Relapſe 
| | Atheiſt _ x Inconſtant | F | ir 
= Apparition _ London Cuckolds Rule a Wife 
li Artful Huſhand Cove in a Tub She Gallants 
| | Bartholome w- Fair Love makes a Man Sir Courtly Nice 
Beaux s Duel Love s laſt Shift Scornful Lady 
Beaux's Stratagem Loe anda. Bottle She wou's if the cou 
Baſſet Table Love for Love Sir Harry Wildair 
Boarding School Love in a Wood Soldier's Fortune 
Bold Stroke for a Wife - Lawyer's. Fortune Spaniſh Friar 
Buſy Bady _ = Lying Lover Squire of Alſatia 
Biter Man of Mode Silent Woman 
Chances Meafure for Meaſure Tender Huſband _ 
Careleſs Huſband Merry Wives Tempeſt 
Committee Miſer Timon of Athens 
| Conſtant Couple Maid's the Miſtreſe Tunbridge Walks 
8 - Conſcious Lovers Miſtake Twin Rivals 
Country Wit Northern Laſs Volpone 
Country Wife * Nonjuror Wives Excuſe 
Dan Quixctein 3Pts; Old Batchelor Wonder | 
Double Dealer Perplex d Couple Woman's a Riddle 
Devil of 2 Wife Pilgrim _ - W; of the World 
- Double Gallapt | Plain Dealer eto be let | 


_ 4 
* 
4 
. 
| : 
y 


